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I write sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover and Flash of Stocking on various sites.

My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them.  

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

My wife is my muse, the love of my life.  She is the Jennifer in my stories, the Sarahs, the Zoeys, the Jess’s.
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THIS BOOK BEGINS IMMEDIATELY after the end of Book 13
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JEN STEPPED AWAY, LOOKING defensive and warily at the big black man. “What do you want?” she asked in a throaty whisper.

Jamal laughed. “Don’t worry Jen,” he said with a friendly grin that showed off his gold teeth. “I’m not trying to blackmail you or anything like that.”

“Then why did you say that?” Jen asked guardedly. “It’s like you’re stalking us.”  She added, “And anyways, Joey is not my brother-in-law.  We’re close, but he’s not Mike’s brother.  Not legally at least.”

Jamal shrugged uncaringly, like that was a difference without a distinction.  He said, “I’m not stalking you.  But I’m interested in you. And your husband. I’m intrigued by your lifestyle. You call it your game, right? And then when I saw you the first time, I became even more interested. You are one of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever seen.”

“What do you mean, you’re interested in my husband too?” Jen asked, still looking wary.

“Will you allow me to show you?” Jamal asked.

“Show me what?” Jen said guardedly.

“It’s better if I show you. I promise you’ll be perfectly safe.”

Jen hesitated for long moments, looking at Jamal. Then she nodded yes.

Jamal led Jen into the next apartment. “We’ll have more privacy here,” he said. When Jen hesitated at entering the apartment, he said “I promise I won’t touch you. You’re perfectly safe, I swear.”

Jen allowed Jamal to lead her inside. The apartment was empty. Jen looked around nervously. “I’ll be right back,” Jamal said, and he stepped into the next room and closed the door.

Jen fidgeted in her high heels, wondering why she had agreed to come here. She was all alone with Jamal. She barely knew him. What if he did try to rape her? Actually, there was no try about it. Jamal was a big man, and he looked strong. She’d be helpless if he tried something.  

Jen shuddered at the possibility. But was the shiver down her spine because of fear, or something else? She remembered what Jamal has whispered into her ear. “Have you ever fantasized about a black man raping you?”

Jen shivered again. Yes, she had fantasized about that. More times than she would want to admit.  

A few minutes later the door opened and Jamal stepped back into the room.

Jen’s eyes went wide when she saw him. He was completely naked!

“Don’t be alarmed,” Jamal assured her. “I won’t touch you. I’ll stay right here.”

“Why did you take off your clothes?!!!!” Jen said with alarm, turning her eyes away from the black man’s naked body.

“To show you what I have to offer,” Jamal said.

“What?!” Jen snapped, not understanding.

“I want to be your lover Jen,” Jamal said. “I want to play your game. With you and your husband.”

“What ...?” Jen said in a softer, hesitant voice. She was still looking away.  But she wanted to look at him.

“Look at me Jen,” Jamal urged her. With a chuckle, he added “Don’t be shy. You’ve seen your share of male bodies, I think.”

Jen hesitated. But then she couldn’t resist. She looked at the black man.

Jamal was tall in his bare feet, as tall as Blake. He had a really nice body. Muscular and well defined. Lean, toned, hard. He had a washboard stomach. He had some hair on his legs, and a happy trail of short bristly black hair that went from his penis to just below his belly button, but otherwise he was shaved with no pubic hair.

Jen’s eyes focused on his cock. It was ... impressive. Long and thick. It looked like a python running down his muscular thighs. And he wasn’t even hard.

And Jamal was so black. His body was jet black.

“Have you ever had black cock?” Jamal asked nonchalantly, as he watched Jen look at his manhood.

Jen finally tore her eyes away from his cock and looked at Jamal’s face. “Yes,” she said honestly.

“A lot?”

“Not a lot.”

“What do you think of me?”

Jen shrugged and admitted, “You’ve got a nice body.”

“I can tell you have a nice body too Jen,” Jamal said, looking her up and down.

“Even though my tits are small?” Jen said sarcastically, referring to his earlier comment.

Jamal laughed. “I was just trying to get you riled up,” he said. “It worked too. You’re here with me now. I bet you never thought you’d be alone with me naked.”

“You’re right about that,” Jen said with a laugh as she shook her head in wonder.

“So you can go now,” Jamal said dismissively. “I’m sure Joe’s wondering where you are.”

“Okay ...,” Jen said uncertainly. Was she relieved Jamal wasn’t making a move on her? Or disappointed?

Jamal seemed to read her thoughts and smiled knowingly. “I know I could have you right now if I wanted,” he said confidently. “But you have to work it out with Joe, I’m sure. And in any case, I want to talk to Mike first.”

“What?” Jen said, again not understanding. “Why?”

“I want to meet your husband,” Jamal said. “Now you should go. I don’t want Joe to worry about you.”

Jen stared a Jamal for a long moment. Then she turned and left.
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LATER, JEN AND JOE were gasping on his bed. Her Lara Croft outfit lay carelessly thrown on the floor, along with Joe’s toga.  

Jen was on her elbows and knees as Joe had fucked her doggy style. He had made her cum twice, both times really hard, and Joe had just cum inside her. As he pulled out, his sperm flooded from her well used pussy. Joe collapsed onto his back, still panting. Jen did the same, then rolled over towards him and wrapped an arm around his chest.

“God you fuck me so freaking good!” she gushed as her body still tingled from their fucking. Her orgasms had been SO intense. She wondered if that was because of the cocaine she’d had earlier.  Or maybe seeing Jamal naked.

Joe grinned at her and said, “Have I ever told you how good your pussy feels?” He wrapped his arms around her neck and kissed her. Jen kissed him back and started getting aroused again as he began to fondle her body.

“No, stop,” she said, pulling away. “I’ve got to get home.”

“Stay for a while,” Joe said. He ran his hand up Jen’s thigh to try to turn her on again. He wanted Mike’s wife again. More than that, he wanted to be with her more. “You just got here. Stay.”

“Joey I can’t,” Jen said, again pulling away from his hand. “I promised Mike I wouldn’t be too late. I’ve got to go.”

“Why? To give Mike his Valentine’s day fuck?” Joe said. He said it like a joke, but there was an edge to it. “Why do you still fuck him anyway? With his little dick.”  

Jen didn’t tell Joe that she wasn’t fucking Mike, not a lot anyway, with his cock in a cage. But even still she didn’t like the tone of his voice. “Joey, come on,” she said soothingly. “He’s my husband. And practically your big brother.”

“How do you even respect him? I mean, it’s Valentine’s day and you’re here with me, not him,” Joe shot back.

Jen got out of bed and gathered her clothes. She said, “First off, I respect Mike. A lot. Second, I spent most of Valentine’s day with Mike. Of course I did. He’s my husband. And last, he’s the reason why I’m with you. Because he let me. If Mike said no I wouldn’t be here. So be nice okay?”

Jen tugged on the nude pantyhose. Then she wiggled back into the bodysuit. As she reached between her legs to snap the snap, Joe knowingly said, “You’re not even bothering to wash off. Because Mike wants you this way.” 

“Yes, Joey, Mike wants me this way,” Jen snapped. “God Joey, why are you being such a jerk? I don’t ask you about those girls – you know, all those girls you flirted with tonight? All those girls you’re probably having sex with?”

Joey grinned as he heard the jealousy in her voice. “I’ll stop seeing them if you want,” he said. “Just say the word, and I’ll be exclusive to you.”

Jen pulled on the tiny brown shorts. The she sat down wearily next to Joe on the bed. “No Joey,” she said. “You can’t be exclusive to me. You know that. Because I can’t be exclusive to you. Because of Mike. Right now we’re having fun, but eventually you’ll find a girl and you’ll fall in love and you’ll get married.”

Joe looked into her eyes and said “Even if that happens, I’ll still want you.” He put his hand on her thigh, just below her pussy, and said “I’ll still want this.”

“Joey you’re talking crazy,” Jen said, pushing his hand away. “You know that can’t happen.”

Jen got off the bed and sat in his desk chair. She leaned over as she put on the brown boots. By silent agreement, they decided not to talk about the future anymore.  

“So what’s up exactly with Jamal?” Jen asked. “I talked to him some, and you know, he’s not a normal person.”

Joe laughed.  Then his eyes narrowed. “Did he hit on you?” he said, the words coming out like a growl.

“Joey, chill okay? I’m just asking.”

“Are you thinking about getting involved with him?” Joe asked in an accusatory tone. His voice was laced with jealousy.

“Joey, I’m just freaking curious about the man,” Jen said with exasperation. “Like, where does he get his money? His apartment’s huge. NYU pays professors that much?” Jen was also thinking about the gold in Jamal’s mouth. That had to cost a fortune.

“I think he consults,” Joe said. “He knows a lot about black people. How they think.”

“You mean, the African-American demographic? He consults on that?” 

“I guess,” Joe said with a shrug.

“So, is he with someone?” Jen asked, changing the subject from money to romance. “Does he have a girlfriend? Is he really serious about the black versus white stuff, or is he bullshitting?”

“Jen ...,” Joe said seriously. “I do not want you to do anything with Jamal. He’s my friend. Do not get involved with him Jen. I would not be good with that.”

Jen sat on the bed next to Joe. She put her hand on his thigh and gently said “You can’t make those kind of rules Joey. I don’t belong to you. I belong to Mike. Only Mike can make rules like that.”

“So I’m nothing to you!” Joe spat out bitterly, pushing Jen’s hand away. “I’m just another fuck toy for your game!”

“Joey you know that’s not true!” Jen said desperately, reaching for him. “You know you’re special to me!”

“Then I need something from you!” he insisted. “Something no one else gets!”

“What do you want?”

Joe thought about it for a moment. Then he said “It won’t be like you just said. That when I get married, we’re over. I never want it to be over. That’s what you have to give me. You have to promise it’ll always be like this.”

“Joey, are you freaking crazy? That means you’ll be cheating on your wife,” Jen pointed out.

“I don’t care,” he said defiantly. “I won’t get married if that means I can’t be with you anymore. So that’s what I want. Promise it’ll always be like this.”

“God Joey ...,” Jen lamented. “How can I promise that? I’m married, remember? We might not always play the game. Or maybe Mike might want me to stop having sex with you. What do I do then?”

“You tell him to fuck off!” Joe said angrily.

“Joey ... god ...” Jen sighed unhappily. She thought for a moment. Then she said “I can promise this. If Mike says we can’t be together anymore, I’ll try to talk him out of it. I’ll try really hard. That’s the best I can do Joey.”
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I JUMPED UP WHEN I heard a key turning in the lock. I hurried to the door and was already there as it opened. My heart leaped when I saw my wife, the girl that I loved since the moment I saw her in college.

“Baby,” I said, pulling Jen into my arms. “I missed you.” My words came out like a relieved sigh.

I hugged her. I could smell traces of her perfume, and the strawberry-vanilla of her shampoo. I smelled other things too. Alcohol and cigarette smoke from the party. A man’s cologne. And the sweat of sex.

I tugged the jacket off her shoulders and looked at her. “You’re still Lara,” I said, seeing her outfit.

“I am,” Jen said with a grin at me. “How’s Anna?”

“Still sleeping,” I said. “I just checked on her.” Then I asked, “You have fun?”

“I did. A lot of fun.”

“I guess Joe had fun too,” I said.

“I think so,” Jen said with a lopsided grin.

“Did he ... ruin you?” I asked, my heart pounding.

Jen giggled. “I guess you’ll have to see for myself,” she said. 

I pulled her close again, pressing my body against hers. My cock was swollen and leaking pre-cum. I lustfully said “I’d rather feel for myself. Are you too tired?”

“I’m okay,” Jen said. “Come on, let’s go baby.”

We went into our bedroom. I took off my clothes but Jen stayed dressed as Lara Croft (although she did take off the boots, showing me her pretty feet in pantyhose). Then she got the key and unlocked the cage. She took it off. My cock was free!

My cock was soft. From experience, I knew it would take some time to get an erection after being in the cage. Looking at my dick, Jen wrapped her hand around my soft shaft. It felt wonderful! For 2 weeks my cock had been denied any human touch. Now my sexy wife had her small soft hand around me, and it felt glorious!

Jen saw the pre-cum and she lowered her head and took my cock into her mouth. She pressed her soft pouty lips around my shaft, and used the flat of her tongue to lick up and down. As she did, her long braided hair fell onto my chest.  

I gasped. The mix of sensations were almost too much, especially after being caged for 2 weeks. It was like being sensory deprived for 2 weeks, and then coming out into the full sun into a loud rock concert. Even though my cock was still soft, it was like a sudden, massive flood of pleasure. It was so intense, it was almost painful.

“Jen wait, stop,” I pleaded, pushing her head off my cock. Jen looked surprised. She looked at my cock – I was still soft – and then at me.  

“Are you about to cum?” she asked. “Even though you’re soft?”

I shook my head, looking (and feeling) unsure. I didn’t know the answer. I felt the urge to cum. I wanted to cum. Desperately. Yet I wasn’t sure I could cum. What was wrong with me? Do other caged men have this problem? I’d read a lot about male chastity, but nothing this specific.

“Let’s just, can we talk a while?” I said. I looked at the clock. It was almost 4am. Even though it was late, and she was tired, and all her makeup had long since washed off, she still looked beautiful. Heart stopping, head turning beautiful, the kind of beautiful you usually only saw on magazine covers and in movies.  

“Are you too tired?” I asked her, not able to take my eyes off her pretty face.

“I’m fine,” Jen assured me. She moved up the bed and we both shifted so we were facing each other. She held my soft cock in her hand. “I need to tell you something. I did some coke tonight. I think that’s why I’m so wired.”

“Jen ... cocaine?” I said, frowning at her.

“It just seemed like the thing to do,” she said, looking sheepish as she knew that was a lame answer.

“I want you to be safe baby,” I told her.

“I will be, I promise,” she assured me. Then she said, “Blake texted me.”

“When?”

“When I was in the uber.”

“What’d he want?”

“He wanted to get together,” Jen said. “He wasn’t happy when I told him I was going to a party. I guess I should see him this weekend.”

“Jen he’s not your husband!” I snapped. “You don’t have to see him if you don’t want to!  You’re not obligated to him!”

“Mike baby, it’s okay,” she said with a soothing hand to my chest. “He’s not forcing me. It’s not obligation.  I want to see him.”

Jen silenced me with her words. My chest was tightening up. She noticed I was upset. “Calm down baby,” she said soothingly, putting her soft hand on my chest again. “I don’t care really if I see him.”

“But you just said you wanted to,” I said, my voice trembling from emotion.

“I mean, only if it works out,” Jen said. “Maybe I’ll see him, maybe not.”

I was silent as I processed that. I was confused. Often when we played the game, I couldn’t figure out what was going on in my wife’s head, even though I felt like I knew her better than any other person on the planet.

My eyes drifted down to her hand as she stroked my dick. She wasn’t stroking as much as squeezing it, since it was soft. The head was still oozing pre-cum, which provided lubrication. My small soft cock easily fit in the palm of her small hand.

Jen was looking at my cock too. I said, “I guess there’s a big difference. Between me and Joe.”

“Well ... yeah ...,” Jen said as she continued to look at my manhood, if you could even call it that.

“Joe make you cum?”

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“Twice.”

“On his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Good?”

“Really good,” Jen said. “Although it might have been partly the coke too. That always makes things more intense.”

I stared at my wife for a long moment. She had become so wild. Dressing to show off her body. Fucking whoever she wanted. Taking drugs. It was all so exhilarating!  

I moved closer and kissed her. “Jen,” I said without moving my lips from hers, while pressing my tongue against hers. “I love you so much!”

We made out for a while. I cupped her breasts and felt her nipples through the thin bodysuit. She kept squeezing my cock and moved her leg over mine, rubbing my calf so I felt the nylon of the nude pantyhose. I was hungry for her! I wanted my wife!

When I pulled away I was gasping. She was breathing harder too, but not passionately like the way she always got with other men. It was a reminder that I didn’t turn her on like other men. She might love me, but sexually I wasn’t what she desired.

But as long as she loved me, that was enough. As long as she came home to me, that was enough. I’d let her be with other men. Because I wanted her to be happy. That’s how much I loved her. I’d let other men enjoy her body, as long as I got all the rest of her.

Jen seemed to sense my thoughts. She kissed me and said, “I love you Mike.”

“Do you really?”

“Yes baby,” Jen assured me. “I love you. I’ll always love you.”

“But as a friend though, right? I’m friend-zoned,” I said. I couldn’t help some bitterness creeping into my voice. But I didn’t want to start a fight, so I forced a smile and said “That’s okay. This is what I want. It was my idea.”

“Mike ...,” Jen said softly. She kissed me again, then looked into my eyes as she said, “I tease you about being friend-zoned, but you’re not. Of course you’re not. You’re way more than a friend. Way way more. You’re the most important man in my life. You are Mike.”

Jen’s words warmed me. I pulled her into my arms. “I just need to hold you,” I said, squeezing her tight. “I need to fill up the Jen meter.”

Jen hugged me back. The hug turned into kissing, and we made out again. I was so hungry for her. It was more than physical. In fact, it was probably more emotional than physical. I needed to feel her love for me. I needed to feel that I was still part of her life.

I kissed her open mouth, urgently, pushing my tongue into her mouth, desperately seeking out her tongue. Jen didn’t resist me at all. In fact she was willing. She opened her mouth to meet mine, and she caressed her tongue against mine. It was exactly what I needed! It wasn’t just me, she was kissing me back, we were kissing each other. It filled my heart! It filled my soul!

“So I need to tell you something,” she said when we finally broke apart. We were still on our sides, looking at each other. Jen’s hand was still playing with my cock. I was getting harder but not there yet. She wasn’t complaining though. She was being patient with me.

“What?”

“Jamal. He knows about us. He knows who you are. He knows Joey’s like your brother. He even knows Anna’s name.”

I almost jumped out of the bed with alarm. “Why’d you wait so long to tell me?! Is he trying to blackmail us?!”

“No Mike, it’s okay,” Jen said with a soothing hand to my chest. “He’s interested in us. He knows your fantasies and mine. He says he wants to play the game with us.”

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Jen said. “He actually flashed me.”

“He flashed you?”

“He took off all his clothes and stood in front of me completely naked,” Jen said.

My mouth dropped. “You’re kidding?”

“No, I swear I’m telling the truth,” Jen said with a laugh.

“Did he try anything?”

“No. Actually he was a perfect gentleman. Even though that sounds weird since he was naked in front of me.”

I couldn’t help being intrigued. I imagined my pretty wife (dressed as Lara Croft) in the same room as the naked Jamal. I remembered he was a big man and very black. My wife alone in a room with a big naked black man. Knowing her rape fantasies, I asked “Were you disappointed he didn’t try anything?”

Jen was silent for a long moment. Then she said in a low voice “I don’t know.”

I selected my next words carefully. After all, a husband shouldn’t ask his wife “Would you get off if that black guy you just met pretend raped you?”

So instead I asked “Do you think it would be fun to include Jamal in our game? Assuming it was safe?”

Jen looked down shyly. She said “I don’t know. Maybe you can talk to him.”

“You want me to talk to him?” I asked surprised.

“He wants to talk to you actually,” Jen said.

My eyes opened wide with surprise. “Me? Why?”

“I don’t know. He said he wants to meet you.”

We stared at each other for long moments, both of us silent as we thought about Jamal. Finally I said “I’ll think about it.”

“Okay ...,” Jen said, her voice trailing off. She gave me a look, and I felt she was disappointed in me. Was she thinking I wasn’t man enough to face up to a man like Jamal? Her look made me shrink up inside. No man wants his girl to think less of him. But it’s not like I was saying I wouldn’t talk to Jamal. I just needed to process all this new information. That’s how I was. I was methodical, I just needed to take things step by step.

After a moment, Jen said, “Joey wouldn’t like it anyways.”

I frowned at Jen. I felt my chest tightening up. “Jen, stop saying things like that,” I said, bristling at her words. “I’m your husband. Not Joe. Not Blake. No one has a right over you. I’m the only one. Just me.”

Jen frowned and pursed her lips at me. “Mike, of course you’re my husband,” she said somewhat dismissively. “But other men have some rights too. You have to admit that.” Her tone was hard and sharp.

I stared at her. What was she talking about? 

“You have to understand Mike,” she continued. “I can’t be intimate with a man ... Joey, Blake, whoever ... without feeling something. You know I don’t work that way. You can’t tell me not to feel anything. It’s not fair.” Once again her tone was hard and sharp. It was like she was annoyed with me. Was it because I hadn’t immediately agreed to talk with Jamal?

“That’s not what I’m saying,” I said.

“Then what?” she snapped impatiently, her eyes narrowed at me.

I didn’t want to get into a fight. Don’t get me wrong. I knew she was being a spoiled brat. I mean, I was giving her all the freedom in the world. I let her see Joe on Valentine’s day, and since getting home all she talked about was doing coke, how she felt obligated to see Blake, and how she wanted to explore things with Jamal. And then I tell her I need some time to get my head around talking with Jamal, and she gets annoyed with me? She said I wasn’t being fair with her? Well, how was she being fair to me?

But I didn’t want to get into a fight. I needed my wife. She was back with me now and I needed to be close to her. And I was so hot for her. My cock was finally hard. I wanted – needed—to be inside her.

“Jen, come on,” I said softly. I put my palms on her knees and ran my hands up her nyloned thighs. “Let’s not fight.”

Jen was still frowning at me but she seemed to soften. She didn’t stop me when I kissed her. After a moment she kissed me back. Soon we were hugging and making out on the bed. Jen had her hand on my hard cock, and she was slowly stroking me. I ran my hands into the back of the brown shorts and was kneading her tight ass. She wrapped a leg around me and was running her stockinged foot up and down my calf. Oh god it felt so good!

I urgently worked on the button and zipper of the brown shorts. Jen giggled at my desperation. “You wanna fuck Lara Croft baby?” she teased.

“Did Joe fuck Lara good?” I asked excitedly as I pulled the brown shorts down her long shapely legs.

“Oh yeah, so good,” Jen purred. “Joey made Lara cum so hard.”

“Oh god!” I groaned. Jen still had her hand between our bodies, and she was still stroking me. I was close so I pushed her hand away. “I don’t want to cum that way,” I told her.

I got between Jen’s legs. I reached for her crotch and tugged at the gusset of the aqua bodysuit. The snaps released and the body suit opened, revealing her womanhood. Jen’s pussy lips were red and swollen, but they were smashed down by the pantyhose. It was such a sexy sight! There was a big wet spot in the pantyhose. I knew it was Joe’s sperm leaking out of her and that got me so hot my head was spinning.

“I want to be inside you,” I said urgently. I wanted her to keep wearing the pantyhose, so I tore a hole into the nylon, exposing her pussy.

Oh god Joe had really abused her! Had HAD ruined her!  Her sweet pussy lips were puffy and red, and they gaped apart. She was moist there, so he must have cum a lot in her.

As if reading my thoughts, Jen said “You might not feel much with your little thing, baby. Joey really stretched me.”

“Ugh god!” I groaned at her words. She was gonna make me cum and I wasn’t even inside her yet! I put my hands on her shoulders and pressed her into the mattress. 

“Too much Jen,” I said pleadingly. “Let me just ... give me a minute,” I gasped. “I don’t want to cum too fast. Give me a minute to calm down.”

“Put on a condom,” Jen said.  Her voice was soft but it sounded like an order.

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“If you put on a condom, you’ll last longer,” she said.

I stared at her, my eyes going wide with shock and horror. “You want me to wear a condom?” 

“You’ll last longer that way.”

“You don’t want me bare inside you?” 

“Mike baby,” Jen said with a laugh. “I’m just saying if you want to last longer ....”

I stared at my wife for a long moment. She let Joe inside her bare. She let Blake and Doug inside her bare. She didn’t make anyone wear a condom, they all got to fuck her bareback, they all got to cum inside her. But now she wanted me, her husband, to wear a condom. With me she didn’t want skin-to-skin. She didn’t want me to cum inside her.

I reached over to her bedside table, where I knew she kept condoms. I found one that fit me. It said “Small” on the square foil package.

“I’ll put it on you,” she offered, reaching for the condom.

“No I’ll do it,” I said. I didn’t want Jen’s hand on me as then I might cum before I was ready.

I rolled the condom onto my hard cock. Jen watched me. Then she settled onto her back. She reached between us and took my cock. She guided me into her as I pushed forward.

“Oh god,” I moaned as I entered her. Even though she was stretched, even though I was sheathed in a condom, her pussy still felt so fucking good.

“Do you want me on top?” Jen asked me softly. I nodded. I liked it when she was on top. She knew how to ride me to really make me cum. And I liked looking up at her beautiful face and her perky little high school breasts as she moved up and down on me.

We shifted on the bed, and a moment later I was on my back and she was straddling my hips with my cock inside her. I reached up and cupped her tits over the aqua bodysuit. Jen slowly rocked back and forth on my cock. Her long-braided ponytail fell forward and it swished back and forth on my chest as she rode me.

“I’m sorry about the talking to Jamal thing,” I told her as I looked into her beautiful blue eyes. “I just need to get my head around it.”

“It’s okay baby,” Jen said softly. The annoyance and curtness of before were gone.

“I guess sometimes I don’t feel like I’m getting enough out of the game. I give you freedom and I want you to have freedom. You’re right. You’re entitled. Of course you are, you’re so beautiful and wonderful, you should have any man you want. But it’s my game too, right? And sometimes I don’t feel like I’m getting what I want.”

“What do you want?” Jen asked as she slowly rocked back and forth.

“We’ve talked about it. I want you to date someone,” I told her. “I want to experience that again.”

Jen stared at me. She didn’t say anything.

“Joe’s fun,” I said. “Doug, Wyatt, Blake, they’re all fun. They’re exciting, we both get off on it, but they’re just hookups. Okay, maybe more than hookups, but you know what I mean. I want you to find someone you like. That’s what I want. Like how it was with Scott.”

“Are you really serious?” Jen said in a low voice. “Like with Scott?”

“You know what I mean baby,” I said.  

With a shrug she said, “I told you I’m open to the idea.”

“You say that all the time, but I don’t feel like you’re serious about it.”

“Mike, it has to be someone I like,” Jen said. “And he has to like me. You can’t just force it. It has to happen naturally.”

“Cam,” I suggested.

“I told you the problem with Cam,” Jen said. “He reminds me too much of Scott.”

“But doesn’t that mean he’s perfect?”

“Mike ... god ...,” Jen said with disbelief. “You want me to go out with a guy who’s like Scott. It’s like you want me to see Scott again.”

Suddenly my cock jerked in her pussy. Jen felt it. “Mike, god ...,” she lamented. We both realized what had just happened. We start talking about Scott and my body reacts. I get super hard.  

We were silent, each with our thoughts. I decided to change the subject. I remembered how Joe had cum so much inside her. I asked “You’re still getting tested?” 

“Of course,” Jen said. Reading my thoughts, she added “Joey is too.”

“You asked him?”

“I don’t need to ask him,” Jen said. “He knows he has to get tested. It’s no big deal nowadays. Everyone gets tested. It’s easy. I get tested every week. There are internet sites.”

I looked up with surprise. “Are you serious? You do it on the Internet?”

“Yeah. You don’t even have to talk to anyone.”

I processed that information. So much had changed since I was single. This was dating in today’s world. It amazed me that Jen – my wife – knew all about it. She was an old hand now at getting tested. She did it every week! It was a part of her life that I knew nothing about. The realization thrilled me – and worried me too.

Jen continued to slowly rock back and forth. It felt so good! And she was right, the condom was helping me to last.

“Is Scott still in Michigan?” I asked her. I knew I shouldn’t bring up Scott again, but I couldn’t resist.

Jen put her fingers over my lips, like she was warning me not to got there. But then she answered. “Yes,” she said. “But he’s here a lot. He’s still a partner with Gateway.” Gateway – it used to be called Blakes—was where Jen used to work. It merged with the marketing firm Jen and Scott had started in Michigan.

“You talk to him?” I asked.

Jen shook her head no. “Facebook and Instagram,” she said.

“I thought you unfriended him,” I said.

“I did, years ago,” Jen said. “But friends of friends. You know?”

“Does he ever call you? Text you?” 

Again Jen shook her head no. “We got new phones, remember?” she said. When we got back together, we both got new phones with new numbers, mostly so the people from that time in our lives (Scott, Bitsy, etc.) couldn’t contact us. “Anyways if he ever did, I would’ve told you. And I wouldn’t have answered him.”

“But you see his pictures? He still looks good to you?” I asked.

Jen shrugged like she didn’t care. “He looks the same I guess,” she said. “He opened a bar here.”

“What? Here in New York City?” I said, surprised. “I thought you said he’s still at Gateway.”

Jen shrugged again, like she didn’t know. “I guess it’s a side gig. It’s called Slowly Shirley. It’s in West Village. I guess it’s like a speakeasy.”

I stared at Jen. She got all this information from Facebook?  

“Do you think he looks at pictures of you?” I asked. “On Facebook?”

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a shrug.

“He probably does,” I said.

Jen shrugged again but didn’t say anything.  

I reached for my phone. I pressed the camera button. “What are you doing?” Jen asked.

“I’m going to post a picture of Lara Croft getting fucked,” I told her with a grin.

Jen laughed. “Mike you’re crazy,” she said.

I pointed the phone at her. “Wait, stop,” she said. 

I expected she was going to tell me to not take the picture, but instead she reached for her bag. She pulled out a lipstick. She brushed on lipstick, making her pouty lips look glossy and wet. Then she played with her braid for a few moments. I wondered if she was trying to pretty herself up in case Scott did look at the picture.

My cock had fallen out of her. I wasn’t big enough to stay inside her as she moved around like this. I was still hard, but she was sitting on the flat of my shaft.

“Okay, go ahead,” she told me, posing for me.

“I want to be inside you when I take the picture,” I said.

Jen nodded. She adjusted, guiding my sheathed cock back into her. 

Once I was back inside her, I positioned the phone so Jen’s head to her belly button were in the frame. I of course didn’t include anything x-rated, since our family and friends would be able to see the picture too. Jen looked into the camera and smiled.

“Don’t smile,” I told her. “Lara Croft doesn’t smile. Even when she’s getting fucked.”

“And you would know that, right?” Jen joked with a laugh. It took her a moment to gather herself and stop laughing, but then she looked back into the phone with a serious look. I took a few pictures.

“Now pull up the bodysuit,” I told her. “Let me see your tits. For me.”

Jen grinned at me. She pulled up the aqua bodysuit so it was above her little perky tits. This time she smiled into the camera as I took the pictures.

We both looked at the pictures. We settled on one, the first one I had taken. In this picture, a very pretty and young Tomb Raider was looking back at us. Jen nodded to give me permission, and I posted the picture to both Facebook and Instagram.  

Then Jen looked at the picture again on Instagram. She zoomed in with her fingers. She said “If Scott does see this, he’ll like it.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“Because it’s pretty obvious I’m not wearing a bra,” she said.

I stared at my wife. I remembered how Scott always liked her to go braless.

I suddenly felt out of control. I abruptly rolled Jen onto her back. I rammed my wife for all I was worth. The condom helped, I lasted longer. But eventually I came, and I knew Jen had not even come close to cumming. When I pulled out, I looked at my dick. Unlike Joe earlier, my sperm was in the condom instead of inside her.

Afterward we were laying in the darkness. I thought Jen had fallen asleep. But then she said, “He’s married.”

“Who’s married?” I asked.

“Scott.”

I turned to look at her. I could see her pretty face in the moonlight. “To who?” I asked.

Jen shrugged. “Her name’s Astrid,” she said. “I don’t know her.”

“When?”

“I don’t know,” she said with another shrug. “I guess a couple years ago.”

I stared at my wife. So, she did keep up with Scott on Facebook. Did she still have feelings for him? Was she sad when he got married?  

I tried to remember 2 years ago. Had Jen been sad during that time? No. Anna had been 1 turning 2. We were happy, our lives focused on our little daughter. I didn’t remember Jen ever being sad or down.

But clearly she was following Scott’s whereabouts on social media. Was it innocent? Just understandable curiosity about a person from her past? Or more than that?
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You might think that since I was out of the cage, I’d want to spend all weekend in bed with my wife. But what I wanted most of all was to reconnect. Not just with Jen but with Anna too, the three of us, as a family. I think Jen wanted that too. I think she was feeling guilty about playing the game so much, even though she was trying to avoid Anna noticing when she was with other men.

On Saturday, Anna insisted that we visit the loft apartment again. She loved it and couldn’t wait to move. It was heartwarming to see her so excited, and it made both me and Jen feel good about our decision. Later that day, Jen and Anna made cookies while I grilled some steaks. They made chocolate chip cookies. They also made Russian tea cakes. Most people think of Russian tea cakes as exclusively Christmas cookies, but Anna fell in love with them the first time she tasted them, so we made them throughout the year.

Jen and I always talk about how Anna first tried one. She was barely 2, and she held the round cookie in her hand. She was so tiny then the round ball barely fit in her fist. Sugar powder covered her little fingers. Most people eat a Russian teacake in one or two bites. But little 2-year-old Anna ate around the ball slowly, nibbling at it as she rotated it in her hand, savoring it, making the ball smaller and smaller until finally she popped the last bit into her mouth. It was so incredibly adorable! I got it on video on my phone, and Jen and I watch it probably once a month. Anna still eats Russian teacakes that way, and every time it melts our hearts.

As I grilled outside, the cold winter air felt good against my skin. I looked into the kitchen window and saw my girls having fun making the cookies. Jen looked so beautiful even with bits of flour on her face, and Anna was looking more like her mother every day. She was going to be a beauty too. Looking at my 2 girls, it made me feel warm inside and incredibly happy and content.

You might think that at a moment like this, I’d reconsider about playing the game. I’d want to end it and keep my beautiful wife all to myself. I’d want a normal marriage. Right?

But that’s not how I was wired. I didn’t want a normal marriage. I wanted to see Jen with other men. And at moments like this, when I felt happy and secure that Jen loved me and would never leave me, it gave me the strength and desire to play the game more, to push the boundaries more.  More.  Even more.

We gave Anna a bath and put her down to sleep. Only then did Jen tell me, “Blake’s been texting me. He’s invited us over.”

“What, today?  Now?” I asked.  “Why haven’t you told me already?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt our day,” Jen said. “We don’t have to go if you don’t want.” She made it sound like she didn’t care, but I could tell from her voice that she did want to go. Also, she’d told me last night she wanted to patch things up with Blake. I knew that involved letting him have sex with her.

I didn’t like the fact that Jen felt obligated to another man. Especially Blake, who I didn’t like. But at the same time it made my insides flutter with excitement. The familiar delicious cuckold angst enveloped me.

Also, I thought Blake might be a good distraction from my thoughts about Scott. I didn’t know what I thought about the fact Jen was following her former lover on social media. Especially since he was more than just a “former lover.” Jen had gotten in deep with Scott. So deep it had ended our marriage. I should’ve been alarmed and worried that she kept up with him on Facebook, to the point of knowing he had married and had opened a bar, she knew the bar’s name, and she knew where the bar was. In fact I was alarmed. But whenever I thought about it, it made me feel weak inside. So yes, Blake would be a good distraction from all that.

“Alright,” I said, agreeing. Jen grinned appreciatively. Then she took a quick shower because she smelled like flour and baked cookies from earlier.  

When she came out of the bathroom, I’d already laid out the red Valentine’s day dress and high heels. She saw it on the bed and grinned. She wasn’t even surprised I’d laid it out.

She moved close to me. She was naked and her body was still damp from the shower. She put her hand on my thigh and said “Do you want me to wear that for Blake?”

“You should,” I said. “You bought it for him, right?”

“I bought it for you actually,” Jen said.

“Don’t lie,” I said. My voice wasn’t harsh and I wasn’t mad. I just wanted her to tell me the truth.

“I did buy it for you,” Jen said again. With a teasing grin, she added “But I knew other men would fuck me in it. Not you.  Other men.”

“Oh god Jen,” I groaned.  

Jen smiled. She moved her hand so now she was cupping my crotch. Feeling my erection, she said “I see the little guy is back. He’s not having any trouble getting hard.”

Little guy. My wife thought of my penis as the little guy.

I suddenly grabbed Jen and pulled her to me. “I love you so much!”

“I know you do Mike,” she said the smile still in her voice. Then she stepped away from my embrace and picked up the red dress. She picked up the phone too. “I have to tell Steph I’m dressing up.”

I nodded, understanding. She wouldn’t want Steph to feel bad if she arrived dressed up and she was in jeans.

As Jen got ready, I called our babysitter, Callie. Luckily she was available or that would have ended our plans really quick. About 30 minutes later, we were driving over to Blake and Steph’s. Normally we’d walk but it was too cold outside.

As we drove the short drive, I reached over and squeezed Jen’s hand. She squeezed my hand back and leaned into me. It was an intimate, affectionate moment between a husband and wife. But we both knew what was going to happen. Jen was going to let another man – a man I didn’t like – have her body. She was going to let this man into her body bare, and let him shoot his sperm into her.

It was crazy when you thought about it. Just a few short hours ago, she was making cookies with our daughter. Now she was about to fuck another man.  

I thought about all the men. I listed them in my head. Blake. Cam. Joe. Doug. Wyatt. These were the men I knew about. My wife’s steady lovers. It wouldn’t surprise me if there were others. In fact, I was pretty sure Jen had other lovers she wasn’t telling me about.

Jen had always been sensual, but now her sex drive was in overdrive. Just yesterday she had Joe. Now she wanted Blake. I imagined if all these men were just one man. If instead of being with multiple men, Jen spent all her time with just one. What if Jen had been with the same guy yesterday, and today, and last weekend? Did I really want that?  

The thought made me feel like jelly inside. Yes, I really wanted that. I wanted to see my wife infatuated with another man again. I wanted to experience that again. My thoughts drifted to Scott. Jen cared enough about him, that she kept up on his life on Facebook. I wondered if she was sad when she learned he got married. Again I tried to remember 2 years ago, trying to remember if I ever saw her down or melancholy. I couldn’t remember her being that way. Part of me was disappointed.

“What are you thinking about?” Jen asked me as we arrived at Blake’s house. As I parked, I was contemplating whether to tell her I was thinking about Scott again. But then before I had a chance to say anything, she said “I was thinking about last night. About how we talked about Scott.”

My chest immediately seized up. Jen had been thinking about Scott?!

But then she said “Not so much Scott. But what we used to do. Remember that time? At Johnny’s. The party? There were 2 Mexican boys. God, I don’t even remember their names ....” 

“Luis and Jose,” I said with an emotionless voice.

Jen looked surprised in the soft illumination of the dashboard. “You remember,” she said.

I looked at her and said “I remember all of it.” Of course I did. It was all burned into my brain.

“Are you still mad?” Jen hesitantly asked.

“I got over being mad a long time ago,” I told her honestly.

“It was just, back then, I was exploring things,” she said. 

“I know you were Jen,” I said. “It’s okay baby. I’m not mad. When I think about it, it turns me on.”

“Really?” Jen said with a grin.

“Yeah, really,” I said grinning back at her.

“So, if I tell you I feel that way again,” Jen said. “That I’m exploring things again. You’re okay with that?”

“As long as it’s me you’re exploring things with,” I told her.

“Of course it’s you baby,” Jen assured me as she smiled into my eyes, and then she kissed and hugged me. At that moment my heart was bursting with happiness, and I felt secure in her love and our marriage.

When we went into Blake’s house, I was surprised to see John and Alicia there. It was awkward to be around them, given what had happened after the New Year’s Eve party. I’d seen them since then, like at the Valentine’s Day party, but never in close confides like this.

It amazed me to think about it. New Year’s eve had been barely 2 months ago, yet so much had happened. The game was ramping up really fast. So much so that Jen was feeling like she was exploring things, the way she had been with Scott. When she had been Jenny instead of Jen.

The 2 couples (Blake and Steph, John and Alicia) pounced on us as soon as we walked in. There were a lot of questions about Cam, Wyatt’s wedding, why Jen missed the Valentine’s party, and the party at NYU last night. Jen laughed everything off, making it all sound innocent. She was keeping to our story that Cam was just a platonic friend and she missed the Valentine’s day party because Allie was in town. Jen was a good liar. Always with a bubbly smile, always so charming. She really should be a politician.

Blake and John both ate Jen up with their eyes. She looked fantastic in the red, barely-there dress. She looked like a super-model, and the matching red, 4.72 inch So Kate heels made her look even more leggy than normal.  

Steph and Alicia looked good too. They were more attractive, and both were dressed to the 9s just like Jen. But my wife was a step above. Maybe it was because she was so confident. And why wouldn’t she be so confident? She knew she could have any man she wanted. She had a stable of super attractive men (like Cam, Doug and Blake) who would drop everything to be with her.

Blake immediately moved close to Jen, and soon he was monopolizing her time. She didn’t seem to mind, as she laughed at everything he said. For not the first time, it bothered me that Jen thought of Blake as a friend. I knew she liked fucking him, and actually I was okay with that, because sex was just a physical thing. But the fact that Jen liked Blake really bothered me. With everything that had happened recently, I’d forgotten how much I disliked Blake, and how I hated Jen being around him (even while also finding it incredibly arousing). It reaffirmed our decision to move back to New York City. I couldn’t wait to put as much distance between my wife and that man.

Steph and Alicia wandered off to talk somewhere. “Jen, I’ll get us drinks,” I said to my wife.

Jen flashed me a brief smile and said “Thanks baby,” but then she was back to laughing and talking with Blake. It made my stomach churn to see them like that. Why had I agreed to come?  

I went into the kitchen. Blake didn’t have any scotch so I poured myself a bourbon. I made Jen a cosmo. At that moment, John stepped in to refresh his drink.

“Missed you guys at the Valentine’s party,” John said to me.

“Yeah, sorry, change of plans,” I said. I’d been at the party to give our regrets, but only for a little while. Once again I felt awkward being around John after what had happened at the New Year’s eve party.

“Jen looks fantastic in that dress,” John gushed. “I’ve got to tell you Mike, your wife has the tightest body.”

I frowned as he said this. It wasn’t the kind of thing a neighbor said about your wife. And this wasn’t the first time he’d called Jen “tight.” But then, John had seen her naked. He’d touch her. He’d seen her getting fucked.

So rather than punch his face, I said “thanks” through clenched teeth.

I added, “Alicia looks good too.  And Steph.”

John chuckled and rolled his eyes when I mentioned Steph.  “Have you seen her nails?  They used to be sexy.  Not anymore.  I hear Jen’s doing the cuckquean thing with her.”

I shrugged.  I knew Steph was the reverse of me – she was a cuckquean and I was a cuckold.  But I didn’t want to talk about this with John.

“I guess you decided not to follow my advice,” John said. “You’re letting her be with Blake. You know he’s an ass, right?”

John’s words reminded me that he was a really nice guy. I’d always liked him. Also, the enemy of your enemy is your friend.

“I can’t stand the man,” I admitted to John. “But Jen likes him. What can I do?”

“I get it,” John said with a good-natured chuckle. “Girls usually get their way, right?” 

“Right,” I said, and we both laughed. What John said reminded me of something I read once. For a husband, the key to a happy marriage is to say yes to your wife as much as possible.

“So, things went too far between Blake and Alicia?” I asked John. I figured, if I was gonna have to be at this party, I’d at least be able to satisfy my curiosity about what had happened with them.

John’s mood changed immediately. “I told you,” he said stiffly. “He tried to come between me and Alicia. He’s a dick Mike. I kicked his ass though.”

I nodded, like I believed him. John was talking tough, like he’d beaten Blake in the end. But he was wrong. In the end, it had been John who Blake fucked in the ass (figuratively). Because Blake had gotten Alicia pregnant. Their youngest child, Elisabeth, was actually Blake’s. And Alicia had actually let Blake tattoo her wedding ring finger – her wedding ring finger! – with a black dot as a constant reminder of all that. What was worse, John didn’t know any of this.  

John might not think of himself as a cuckold, but he was. He was a bigger cuck than me.

I was about to leave the kitchen, to bring Jen her drink, but John stopped me. “Mike, I need to apologize about the other night,” he said, looking embarrassed. “After the New Year’s eve party ... the way I touched Jen. I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay John. Things got wild.”

John smiled at my words. He seemed relieved I wasn’t pissed at him, but also emboldened. “Mike, I’m sorry to be forward,” he said. “But if things turn out tonight the way I think they will, do you mind if I have a go with Jen? You can have Alicia. She’s had work since Lizzy, her body’s fucking amazing now, I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

I stared at John. Even though I was in the lifestyle, I couldn’t believe he was offering to swap wives.

“John, I’m sorry, I don’t think so,” I told him. I was trying to let him down gently. I didn’t want to offend him. But there was no way I was going to let this man near my wife. 

Jen was a goddess. And John was a cuckold. No way was his cucky dick getting anywhere close to my wife’s pussy. He wasn’t good enough for her. 

It was one thing for Jen to fuck alpha men, like Cam and Doug (and I had to admit, Blake). But not cucks. That would be demeaning to me if she did that.  

I returned to the living room with drinks in both hands. My bourbon and Jen’s cosmo. But she wasn’t there. Neither was Blake.

“They went to the game room,” Steph said, answering my unspoken question. She was sitting next to Alicia. John followed me into the living room. He had a scowl on his face from my refusal, but I had bigger things to think about. I turned and walked down the hall to the game room.  Just before leaving though, I glanced at Steph’s nails.  They were short and uneven, like she was biting them.  And unpainted.  John was right.  Jen had ruined the beauty of Steph’s hands.

I heard the sounds of kissing and soft moans as I neared the game room. The door was open but I stopped just outside. I was frozen by the sight in front of me.  

Jen was sitting on the pool table. Her legs were parted, and Blake stood between her knees. She had her arms around his neck and they were kissing. Blake was caressing her back that was almost entirely bared by the red dress. Jen ran her fingers through his hair as they made out.

I watched as he reached down and tugged at the skirt of the dress. Jen helped him by raising her tight ass, and he pulled the dress up around her waist. Then I watched as he ran his fingers up her nyloned thighs.

His fingers reached her pussy. I saw that Jen had worn a g-string. It was red, matching her dress. “You wore this for me?” Blake asked between kisses.

“Just for you,” Jen said, the words coming out like a moan.

They hungrily kissed each other. Blake pulled the tiny g-string to the side and pushed two fingers into her. “You’re so fucking wet!” he growled as he fingered her.

“Oh god that feels good!” Jen moaned. She wrapped her legs around his knees, like she was encouraging him to finger fuck her. Blake did exactly that, thrusting with his fingers as he thumbed her clit. As he did, Jen ran her hand between their bodies and rubbed his erection over his pants.

“Oh god Blake!” Jen groaned, her head rolling back. One of the So Kate high heels fell off her foot and clattered onto the polished hardwood floor. Her pretty foot was arched and her painted toes curled. She was cumming.  

Jen’s body tensed and shuddered as she came. Blake finger fucked her through her orgasm, making the pleasure last. Finally Jen fell forward, collapsing against Blake’s chest. She was panting, and she gripped the lapels of his jacket for support.

Then Jen giggled. “Oh my god that was so freaking good!” she gushed. Blake grinned at her.  

“We should get back,” Jen told him.

“What about me?” Blake asked.  

Jen’s hand was still on his erection. She gave him a sexy smile and said “Don’t worry baby. I’ll take care of you later.”

Jen eased herself off the pool table. They moved towards the door but then Jen stopped him. “Wait, my shoe,” she said, realizing for the first time it had fallen off. She picked it up, and then holding onto Blake’s arm, she bent her knee and reached down to slip the So Kate high heel back on her pretty stockinged foot.

It was images like that, that fueled my cuckold lust and caused me the most angst. The way Jen held onto Blake’s arm as she put on her shoe. It was such a couple thing to do, the kind of thing a girl did with her guy. But my wife was doing it with another man, not me.

It was at that moment that Jen and Blake noticed me at the door. Jen saw the upset look on my face. She squeezed Blake’s hand and softly said “You go ahead. Mike and I will be there in a minute.”

Blake nodded. He said “Make sure you tell him.”

Looking back at Blake, she said “I will.”

Blake had a smug expression on his face as he walked towards me. As he passed me at the door, he said “Don’t worry Mike. Jen just needed my help. She needed me to take the edge off.” Blake laughed, looking passed me at Jen. Jen didn’t laugh but she smiled.

Once Blake was gone, Jen stepped up to me. In the So Kate heels she was actually a little taller than me, so I had to look up as we spoke. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Tell me what?” I said.

“Did you like seeing me with Blake?”

“Tell me what Jen?” I demanded.

But Jen ignored my question. She reached down and put her hand over my crotch.  I was hard of course.

“I think my little guy liked what he saw,” she said as she grinned at me.

“Is that your new name for my cock?” I asked her.

“Well, just a moment ago I had my hand on Blake’s, and he’s so much bigger, so ...,” she teased with a sly smile at me.  “Yours is so small, you think it deserves to be called a cock?”

I groaned lustfully at her words. It never failed to get me hot when she compared me to other men.  When she humiliated me.  But it was a conflict, the cuckold angst always hitting me in 2 places. My cock, which was so hard it hurt in my pants. And my heart, which hurt in a different way. Jen was calling my dick “little guy.”  She said it didn’t deserve to be called a cock.   She openly talked about how my manhood was smaller than other men’s, no longer concerned about trying to spare my feelings. She wanted Blake to “take the edge off her” rather than asking me to tend to her needs. It was all a reminder of how inadequate I was. How my wife needed other men to satisfy her. It was thrilling but it tore at my heart. Our loving family day of making Russian teacakes with Anna seemed so long ago.

“God Jen,” I gasped, pulling her to me and hugging her. “Sometimes you kill me.” I held her tight. I desperately needed to hold her. It wasn’t sexual, although my hard cock pressed against her. I needed to hold my wife to help heal my heart.

Jen giggled again. But she hugged me back. My heart lifted as she hugged me back. Sometimes that’s all I needed to make it through the cuckold angst. Some sign that she loved me, that all this was just a game, that I was still number 1 with her. A smile into my eyes, a kiss on the lips, or a hug. Something to fill up my Jen meter.

Then Jen pulled away and abruptly announced, “Blake wants to share me with John.”

“What?” I said, shocked. “Share you?”

Jen nodded and said, “He told me just now.”

“He told you?” I repeated dumbly. My head was spinning as I tried to catch up to this news. “He can’t share you. He can’t tell you what to do. You’re my wife. You belong to me.”

Jen put a calming hand on my chest. “Calm down Mike,” she said soothingly.  

“Blake can’t tell you want to do Jen!” I said as my anxiety spiked.

“Mike baby you’re wrong,” Jen said. Her voice was soft but firm too. “We just talked about this. Blake does have some rights over me.”

“You’re my wife,” I said again. “Mine.”  

“Of course I am,” Jen said. “But you have to stop trying to top from the bottom Mike.”

Her words hit me like a slap across the face. “What are you saying?” I said, my throat dry and my voice hoarse.  I knew I was losing.  I knew my wife was going to side with another man.  Again.

Jen looked into my eyes and said, “When I’m with Blake, my pussy belongs to him. That’s what he wanted me to tell you.”

I stared at her, shocked. My insides were tight, like a hard fist around my heart. “You told him that?” I croaked out. “You told Blake he owns your pussy?”

“Yes Mike,” Jen said matter-of-factly. “When I’m with Blake, my body belongs to him. That’s why he can share me with John if he wants.”

I grabbed her shoulders like I was trying to shake some sense into her head. “You can’t do that Jen! Not John! He’s a cuckold! You can’t be with a cuckold!”

Jen laughed. She laughed! Her laugh destroyed me!

“You think this is funny?!” I hissed.

“No, I’m sorry, it’s not funny,” she said as she tried to wipe the grin from her pretty face. “But, it’s just, I’m with you, so ...”

My eyes went wide at her words. “What does that mean Jen?!” I said, holding her shoulders tight. “What does that mean?!!!”

“Mike, stop,” Jen said, wriggling from my grasp. “It doesn’t mean anything. Anyways, I don’t think John’s like you. He’s not a cuckold. He’s hit on me. Lots of times. You don’t do that, right? You don’t hit on other girls.”

“No of course not,” I said honestly. “I only want you.”

Jen smiled at me. “See? And when Blake played with Alicia, sometimes John played with Steph. They swapped. See? They’re not like us. John’s not like you. He’s not a cuckold.”

“Blake got Alicia pregnant!” I hissed in a low voice. “Lizzy isn’t his; she’s Blake’s! John’s the worse kind of cuckold!”

“But John didn’t want that,” Jen whispered back. “He’s not like you. I know sometimes you fantasize about another man getting me pregnant. That’s not what John wants. He doesn’t know about Lizzie. And anyways, how do we even know if it’s true?”

“Alicia’s got a black dot on her ring finger,” I reminded her.

“Maybe Alicia let Blake ink her, just like I let Scott ink me, and Colin,” Jen said calmly. “How do we know? Are you going to ask Alicia? I’m not.”

I stared at Jen. My head was spinning. All this talk was turning my world upside down.

I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to me again. “Jen don’t let John touch you!” I said, pleading with her. “Don’t let him! You’d be disrespecting me!”

Jen pursed her lips at me. “Don’t get dramatic Mike,” she said with a frown. She reached into her purse. When her hand came out she was holding the cock cage! She said, “I think you should put this back on. You don’t get so upset when you’re wearing it.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, shocked. “Here? Right now?”

“I’m not forcing you,” she said reasonably. “I just think you won’t get so upset. You’ll be able to enjoy tonight more.”

I stared at my wife. She wanted me to cage myself – take away my ability to have sex – while the other men here remained fully functional. She was okay with them keeping their manhoods, but she wanted me to give up mine. It was just like last night, when she wanted me to put on a condom even after letting Joe into her bareback.

“Are you going to tell people I’m wearing it?” I asked, my voice filled with apprehension. 

“Of course not Mike,” Jen assured me. “I would never do that to you.”

“Will you let me out later? So I can have sex with you?” I asked, knowing I sounded weak and probably even pathetic.  

“I’ll let you out,” she said.

Let me out? That’s all she was offering to cage me here, now?

“What about sex?” I asked, pressing.

“I’ll make sure you cum,” Jen promised.

My eyes went wide. She wasn’t going to let me inside her? She wasn’t going to let me make love to her?

“I’ll wear a condom,” I offered desperately.

“Mike that was your idea, to keep from cumming too fast,” she said. “It’s just that, I might be sore.”

“You mean after Blake and John get done with you!” I spat out.

Jen stepped towards me and put a calming hand on my chest. With a soothing voice, she said, “Baby, this is why I want you to put it on. You don’t get as upset when you’re wearing it.”

I stared at my wife. After a moment, I said “I can’t get it on. I’m hard. Will you help me?”

Jen shook her head no.  “I should be getting back,” she said, turning towards the door.

Her answer shocked me. “You won’t help me?!” I said pleadingly.

“I know you can take care of yourself,” Jen said with a grin at me. “I need to get back.” Again she turned towards the door.

“Wait,” I said, grabbing her wrist. “Tell me something. Something for me to think about.”

“What do you want to hear?”

I hurriedly opened my fly and took out my hard cock. “You’re hot for Blake?” I asked eagerly as I stroked myself.

“Yes.”

“He fucks you good?” 

“Yes.”

“Better than me?” 

“You know he does Mike.”

I was panting as I stroked myself, my eyes on my sexy wife. I was deep into cuck space. So I wasn’t able to resist asking the next question.  

“How often do you look at Scott on Facebook?”

Jen pursed her lips at me. “I don’t want to talk about him Mike,” she said. “Those were bad times.”

“Have you ever played with yourself, looking at his pictures on Facebook?” I asked.

“Mike, god ...,” she said with a sigh.  But I noticed she didn’t deny it.

“Were you sad when he got married?” I asked excitedly.  “Were you jealous?”

“Mike ...,” she said, giving me a disapproving look.

“Give me something!” I pleaded.  I was still stroking myself.  “Help me to cum!” I begged.

Jen hesitated, and then shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. Then she admitted “I guess I got a little melancholy. I got that way too when I heard Colin got married. I think it’s just natural to feel that way. How did you feel when I told you Bitsy got married?”

“I don’t care about Bitsy,” I said immediately. “I only care about you.”

Then I spurted out “I think you should go back to work. At Gateway.”  

Jen looked shocked. “What?” she said looking incredulous at me.

“Just part time,” I said. “Anna will be going to full day pre-school. You won’t be happy being alone at home all day. You’re too much of a people person.  Too social.”

“Mike ... you’re freaking crazy sometimes,” Jen said softly, astonishment in her voice.  

“Just think about it,” I said.

Jen looked at me, considering. Then she said “Okay I’ll think about it. On the condition you talk to Jamal.”

“What kind of deal is that?” I asked. “I have to talk to Jamal, but all you’re doing is agreeing to think about going back to Gateway.”

“This can’t be a rushed decision Mike, we have to talk a lot before I go back to Gateway,” Jen said tersely. “So do you agree?”

I nodded yes. “Okay, I’ll talk to Jamal,” I said reluctantly.

Jen nodded back at me. “I’ll see you back upstairs,” Jen said, turning towards the door.

“Just give me a minute and I’ll be done!” I said pleadingly as I rapidly stroked myself.

Jen shook her head no. “I don’t want you getting it on my dress,” she told me. “And don’t get any on Blake’s new pool table. I’m serious Mike. He’s really proud of it. That would be mean.”

I stared at Jen. She saw the shock and hurt in my face.  As if wanting to throw me a bone, she gave me a lopsided grin and said, “You can think about me playing with myself, looking at pictures of Scott.  If that’ll help you cum.”

I gasped as Jen turned and walked away.  

I furiously stroked myself as I heard the click-clack of her high heels on the hardwood floor as she walked back to the others. I imagined my wife in stockings and high heels, on our bed, fingering herself as she looked at pictures of Scott on Facebook.  Moments later I came.

Gasping for breath, I got tissues from a side table and wiped myself. Then I put my limp dick into the cock cage. I stuffed it into my pants. That’s when the angst hit me. My head was swirling from everything we’d talked about. There were so many cards in the air and my emotions were all over the place.  

The dark emotions enveloped me, and they made me ache inside. Who was this girl? She wasn’t anything like the person from earlier today, my loving wife with a smudge of flour on her pretty nose who smiled into my eyes and squeezed my hand as we watched our daughter roll dough into the Russian teacakes. The girl who was just here wasn’t anything like that. She had been anxious to get back to Blake. She was pushing hard to start something with Jamal. And then there was the fact that she’d been following Scott on social media for years, and she never told me.

But then I thought – that’s exactly the point of the game. It’s a game. And when Jen’s playing it, she’s not my loving wife from earlier today – instead, she’s “Jenny.” The Jenny who left me to live with Scott. Who cheats on me now. Who gives her pussy to a man I hate. 

In our game, Jenny is an avatar of my wife. Jenny isn’t real. Jen – my wife – she’s who’s real. And the real Jen loves me. She’s grateful for everything I’ve done for her. She knows I’m the father of her child. She would never leave me. 

Fortified by these thoughts, I got tissues and quickly cleaned my sperm from Blake’s hardwood floors. Then I went to rejoin the others.
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When I got there, Jen was sitting on Blake’s knee. His knee! It was just like the New Year’s Eve party. She was sitting on his knee while she laughed and talked with Blake and the others.

“Mike,” Jen said, smiling as I entered the room. She held out her hand, gesturing me over. I walked over and took her hand. I looked down. Jen had her long legs crossed. Blake’s hand was on her thigh. He was openly caressing her in front of John and Alicia. It was as much possessive as sexual. Blake was showing everyone that Jen was his tonight. She might be my wife, but her body belonged to him.

“Mike buddy, how about getting me another beer?” Blake said. He was grinning at me and holding out his empty IPA beer bottle. With a laugh, he added “I’d get it myself but as you can see, your pretty wife is keeping me from standing up.”

I fumed inside. I wanted to tell him to go fuck himself. Ever the peacekeeper, Steph moved forward and took the empty bottle from her husband. “Don’t worry about it Mike, I’ll get it,” Steph said in a soothing voice.

Steph’s kindness helped, but only a little. I didn’t want Steph’s support. I wanted Jen’s. But she didn’t object when Blake ordered me to get him a beer. And now she was back to laughing and talking with him. And his hand was still on her knee! Why wasn’t she pushing his hand away? Yes, John and Alicia knew about our game. But still, sitting on Blake’s knee and letting him paw her, in front of everyone, it was disrespecting me!

Then Jen was looking at me. “Mike baby, can you get me another one too?” she asked, holding out her empty martini glass. I nodded and took the glass from her. I followed Steph into the kitchen.

Steph was leaning against the counter and looking flushed when I entered the kitchen. “Are you as turned on as me?” she asked. Excitement was in her voice. “What were they doing in the game room?”

I frowned as I made Jen another Cosmopolitan. “Kissing,” I said. “Blake fingered Jen.”

“You saw?”

I nodded.

“Did he make her cum?”

I nodded again.

Alicia groaned with desire. “How did it make you feel, to see my husband make your wife cum?” she excitedly asked me.  

I turned to look at her. “I’m always conflicted,” I told her honestly. “It gets me hot. But it makes me want to throw up too.”

“I get it Mike,” Steph said, looking sympathetically at me. She waved one of her hands with the ruined nails.  “Believe me, I get it.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, apologize for my wife.

“It’s okay.  Blake doesn’t like my hand jobs as much anymore.  But it gets me hot when he says how ugly my hands are now.  And ....”

“And what?” I asked, suddenly curious.  

“And when I play with myself,” Steph said hesitantly.  “I look at what Jen did to my pretty hands as I play with myself.  How she ruined them.  And it makes me cum really hard.”

We were silent for a few moments. Then Steph asked, “So who is Cam, really?” 

It took me a moment to answer, to switch to those brain cells. All of a sudden, Wyatt’s wedding seemed so long ago. I had to focus to remember the story we had agreed on. “Jen told you,” I said. “He’s Jen’s friend. A politico blogger in DC.”

“And you’re saying they didn’t do anything?” Steph asked skeptically. “You know there are lots of rumors about her.”

“What rumors?” I asked.

“Your wife’s a wild girl Mike,” Steph said. “You should’ve seen her at the wedding. The way she acted with Cam, I have a hard time believing they’re just platonic friends. Especially since I know your lifestyle. Why don’t you just tell me?  Especially after what I just told you.”

“Steph, what rumors?” I asked again, pressing.

Steph sighed. “Someone saw her at the Swarthmore hotel,” she told me. “It’s in Glen Ridge. What was Jen doing at a hotel in Glen Ridge? It’s one of those hotels you pay by the hour Mike. And, she spends a lot of time talking with Wyatt at the farmer’s market. He’s the man who just got married. And tell me again why you weren’t at the wedding?”

“It’s not anyone’s business,” I insisted.

“Mike why won’t you just tell me?” Steph pressed. “I thought we were friends. Don’t you trust me? I tell you things.”

“I do trust you,” I said. “But what I tell you, you’ll tell Blake. And, no offense, but you know how I feel about him.”

Steph bristled at that. “Well Mike, no offense, but your slutty wife can’t keep her hands off my husband, so what do you think about that?” she snapped at me. She angrily turned and was about to stomp out of the room but I grabbed her arm, stopping her.

“Steph, wait,” I said pleadingly. “You have to understand. We have Anna to think about. Right now, it’s all rumors. But if I say anything, it becomes more than rumors.”

Steph shook her head, as if saying that’s a lame excuse since we were supposed to be friends, and since she had kids too.  

“Steph, can I ask you something?” I asked.

Steph glared at me. “Go ahead,” she spat out.

Remembering my earlier conversation with Jen, I asked, “Did Blake really get Alicia pregnant? Is Lizzy really Blake’s?”

Steph gave me an incredulous, you’ve got a lot of nerve face. She said, “You know Mike, you’ve got to give information to get information.” Then she turned and stormed away.

I took a moment before following her, to gather myself. I felt guilty for not confiding in Steph. Yes, she was my friend. But I had to think about my family. Soon, we would leave this neighborhood and move to New York City. Probably we’d lose touch with Blake and Steph and everyone else here. I didn’t want to say something now – I didn’t want to confirm what were now just rumors – and have that haunt us later.

But I desperately wanted to know if Blake really did get Alicia pregnant. How did it happen? Was it an accident, or did Blake somehow convince Alicia to go off birth control, and let him inside her without protection?  

Did Blake intentionally breed Alicia?  And did Alicia want it?  Did she beg Blake to breed her?

There are certain words that make a cuckold tremble.  That makes his knees week.  “Breed” is one of them.

When I rejoined the others, I saw that Jen was still flirting with Blake. She was still sitting on his knee. Everyone else was standing up around them, John and Alicia, and Steph. They were all talking and laughing as a group, but Jen was still sitting on Blake’s knee. There were empty chairs and sofas all over the place, but she sat on his knee. It made me sick seeing the girl I loved sitting on the knee of a man I despised.

Sitting on Blake’s knee and with her long legs crossed, Jen’s red dress had hiked up so now the lace of her stocking tops was partially visible. Not a lot, but visible, like a tease. Blake’s hand was still on her leg. He was stroking her nyloned thighs, almost touching the lacy tops of her stockings.  

It was like he owned her. Like she was his wife. You know, the way a husband puts his hand on his wife’s leg or behind.  He’s allowed to do that because the girl belongs to him. That’s the way Blake was acting. Like Jen belonged to him. And she was letting him!  She was openly letting everyone know that she belonged to Blake!

It got me hot, although it also tore at my heart. I had to remember that this wasn’t my Jen. No, this was the avatar Jen, the Jenny. The real Jen loved me. I was the center of the real Jen’s life. I was her soulmate. The real Jen would never let another man touch her like that. 

The atmosphere in the room was tense. Even though there was a lot of laughing and joking going on, the room was filled with sexual tension. Everyone could see Blake’s hand on Jen’s leg. Her red Valentine’s day dress left little to the imagination. Everyone knew she was braless. No way she could be wearing a bra under that dress, not with the way it exposed her back. Also, her braless nipples were denting the silky fabric.

The room went silent when Blake said “Jen sugah, uncross your legs for me.”

Jen looked back at Blake over her shoulder. She gave him a questioning look, like she was making sure she heard right. Blake grinned and gave her an encouraging nod.

Jen looked at me for a moment. But she didn’t ask me for permission. Instead, she turned to look at Blake again. “Alright,” she said, and she uncrossed her long, shapely legs. She parted them slightly, placing the soles of her So Kate heels flat on the floor.  

Blake grinned. He wrapped his arm around Jen’s neck. He pulled her back and they kissed. Their kissing had the effect of Jen parting her legs wider.

I looked at John. His eyes were glued between Jen’s parted legs. The skirt of the Valentine’s day dress was really hiked up now. The lacy welts of her stockings were clearly visible. Blake’s hand was on her inner thigh, high above her knees, caressing the sensitive flesh as he kissed her.

Then Blake pulled away from Jen’s lips. I noticed that he ended the kiss, not Jen. My wife was left panting and clearly wanting more from him. Seeing that made another little part of me die.

Blake saw John looking between Jen’s legs. John was practically panting as he ogled my wife’s beautiful, parted legs. Blake grabbed the hem of Jen’s skirt and pulled it up, exposing more of her. Now you could see the bare skin of her tender thighs above the lacy stocking tops. “Come closer and get a better look John,” he said with a grin.

John hesitated and looked at me. He gave me a questioning look, like he was asking for my permission. Blake said in a hard voice, “I told you John. You ask me if you want something from Jen. Me. Not him.”

John still hesitated, looking back and forth between me and Blake. Seeing his hesitation, Blake said “Tell him sugah.”

Jen looked at me for a brief moment. Then she looked back at John and said “You have to ask Blake.”

“Say the whole thing,” Blake ordered.

“You have to ask Blake,” Jen said again.  “Not Mike.  I do what Blake says.  Not Mike.”

The reaction from everyone was immediately. Steph moaned lustfully. Alicia laughed derisively. John gave me a pitying look.  

Blake chuckled and shot me a triumphant look. Then he looked at John and said “Come closer.”

John moved towards Jen and Blake on the sofa. His eyes were on Jen. It was like he was mesmerized by her beauty, and by the way her beautiful legs were parted, like an invitation to sample her charms.

“You like what you see John?” Blake asked as he stroked Jen’s inner thigh. Then he pulled her skirt even higher, up to her waist. Now all of Jen from her hips down were exposed to John’s eyes.

Blake used his fingertip to trace down the thin string that ran between Jen’s pussy lips. “As you can see, Jen wears g-strings for me,” he said. He looked at Alicia and said, “You still wear g-strings, Alisha sugah?”

“Shut up,” Alisha said, looking worriedly at her husband John.  Clearly, there were lingering hurt feelings about Alisha’s affair with Blake.  But John looked like he hadn’t heard what Blake said, or – at that moment – didn’t care.  His eyes were still glue on Jen’s parted legs.

Blake curled his finger around the string and pulled it to the side. Now Jen’s soft, waxed pussy was completely revealed to our neighbor (although the string hadn’t been hiding much anyway). “She’s a pretty girl, isn’t she John?”

John’s eyes focused between Jen’s legs, on her sexy, bare pussy. “Yessss,” he hissed in a lustful moan.

Blake’s grin grew. He looked at Alicia and asked again, “You haven’t answered—you still wear g-strings, Alicia sugah?” 

Alicia glared at Blake. “Stop being an asshole Blake,” she warned, again looking worriedly between her husband and her former lover.  

Blake chuckled. Then his eyes were on John again, and he put his hand on Jen’s knee and opened her legs wider. “I got her off earlier, but she’s already hot again,” he said. “Aren’t you sugah? You wanna cum again?”

Jen was in deep sub-space now, and her eyelids were heavy with arousal. She had a major cum face on. “Yes,” she answered. “I wanna cum.”

In the background, Alicia derisively hissed “God, what a slut.”

“John, why don’t you come over here and give Jen some of your talented tongue?” Blake said. “Make my girl cum for me.”

“No!” I angrily yelled, taking a step towards them. I did NOT want John going down on her. In many ways, oral was more intimate that fucking. Oral was what I did with my wife. I didn’t want another man doing it.  Especially John.  No matter what Jen thought, I knew he was a cuckold.  He wasn’t worthy of her.

But Jen looked at me, stopping me in my tracks. “Please Mike,” she said pleadingly.  “I need it.”

Alisha shook her head.  “God,” she said with that same contemptuous tone.

John ignored his wife. Even as Alicia frowned at him, he dropped to his knees between Jen’s open legs and went down on her.

As John’s tongue touched Jen’s pussy for the first time, Blake pulled Jen’s head back and kissed her. She kissed him back, and then they were making out with Jen moaning into his mouth as John ate her out.  

Blake pulled away from Jen’s lips. He was breathing hard. He reached down and spread Jen’s legs even wider. “This’ll give you a better view Mike,” he said tauntingly at me. “So you can compare your oral skills to John’s.” He laughed. Then he was kissing my wife again.

As he kissed Jen, Blake curled his thumbs around the spaghetti straps at her shoulders. He pulled them down her arms, exposing her perky little breasts. Jen’s nipples were like hard marbles. Blake’s hands went to her chest, cupping her little high school breasts, kneading them and thumbing her nipples. Jen groaned into his mouth.

John put Jen’s stockinged legs over his shoulders to get better access to her pussy. All I saw was the top of his head between her long, stockinged legs. 

“Oh god John!  Don’t stop!  Don’t stop!” Jen groaned as he tongued her, although her words were muffled by Blake’s lips over hers. She opened her legs wider for him on her own accord, and grabbed his hair with her small, pretty hands.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. These were men I had known for years. My neighbors! Yet here they were, my wife sandwiched between them, enjoying my wife’s charms, my wife giving herself to them. To our neighbors!

Jen groaned and arched her back as she began to cum on John’s tongue. Her legs tensed and she dug the stilettos of the So Kate heels into his back. Both Blake and John knew she was cumming. Blake kissed up her neck, behind her ear and pinched her nipples hard as John lapped up and down her slit and over and around her clit. I watched with Steph and Alicia as their husbands made my wife cum hard.

John was wiping his mouth on his shirt sleeve as Jen panted and come down from her orgasm. Almost her entire sexy body was revealed to him now, with her red Valentine’s day dress bunched around her tiny waist like a wide belt.

John was still between Jen’s open legs. Her pussy was open to him, with the tiny g-string providing little protection.  

It was like watching a train wreck in slow motion. John unbuckled his belt and pulled down his zipper. He took out his hard cock. He advanced towards my wife’s pussy.

“John stop!  Don’t!” I growled.

John glanced at me.  He said, “It’s not up to you, is it Mike?”  He gave me a smug, dismissive look, clearly getting back at me for how I had treated him earlier.

John approached Jen with his hard dick pointed at her glistening pussy.  It was only when Blake put this hand over her pussy that he stopped.

“Blake, what the fuck?” John said scornfully. 

“You want this pussy John?” Blake said with a grin at him. “You want to fuck my sweet Jen?”

“You know I do!” John said. He was holding his hard cock in his hand.

“God John,” Alicia said. She was shaking her head and looking disapprovingly at her husband. It was clear she didn’t like how desperate he was to fuck a girl she didn’t like much.

“You need my permission,” Blake said. He pressed his cheek against Jen’s and said “Will you fuck John if I tell you to sugah?”

“I just want a cock inside me!” Jen cried. “I don’t care who it is!”

Alicia said scornfully, “God you are such a cheap slut Jen.”

“Jen, no!” I pleaded.  I was begging now.

Jen’s intense sexual frustrated – the desperate need for a cock inside her – made her frustrated with me.  “Just stop Mike,” she said irritably.  Her words were like a physical blow, like a dagger to my heart.

Making it worse, Blake laughed at me.  Then he turned his attention back to John.  He said “Here’s the deal John. I give you Jen. You give me Alicia.”

I heard Alicia gasp. John looked startled. “You want me to let you be with Alicia again?” he asked dumbly, an incredulous look on his face.  “After what you did before?  How you treated me?”

“Don’t be so dramatic John,” Blake said with a laugh.  “It’s just for tonight.  And you get Jen.”  

“I don’t know ...,” John said, his voice trailing off.  His voice was torn with conflict and lust.  He clearly wanted to be with Jen.  But to give his wife to Blake, after he almost tore their marriage apart.

John looked at Alicia.  “What do you think?”

Alicia’s face was neutral.  “It’s up to you,” she told her husband.  She was trying to pretend she didn’t care either way.  But there was a hint of excitement on her face, and in her voice.  She wanted to be with Blake again!

Blake was loving how he was turning husband against wife.  He stroked Jen’s slit up and down with his finger, making her moan.  He said to John, “This is your chance, John, to get some of this.  This might be your only chance.”

John’s eyes were focused again on Jen’s pretty, waxed pussy.  

“Go ahead, touch her,” Blake said, moving his hand away from Jen’s pussy.

John hesitantly moved his hand to Jen’s womanhood.  He ran a fingertip down her slit, just as Blake had done.  Then he pushed his finger into her pussy, making Jen groan.

John groaned too.  “Fuck she’s tight,” he said lustfully.

“Just like the rest of her, right?” Blake said as he squeezed Jen’s little, perky high school breasts.

Jen moaned again.  “Stop teasing me!” she pleaded.

Blake grinned and looked at me.  “You want John to fuck you?” he asked Jen, even as he continued to look at me.

“Yes!” Jen hissed, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

Blake continued to look at me as he asked Jen, “You want John inside you?”

“Yes!  I want to feel John inside me!”

Blake smiled triumphantly at me.  He had won.  He controlled Jen, not me.  He owned Jen’s pussy, not me.  And I knew it.  I felt utterly defeated, utterly humiliated.

John wanted Jen!  He had wanted her from the first moment they met!  

But still ... letting Blake with his wife again?  How could he do that, after Alicia had gotten so close to Blake before?

Blake shot Steph a hard look. It was like he was silently ordering her to do something. Steph nodded at her husband and moved closer to Alicia. She put her arms around Alicia as she looked at her husband.  “It’s okay John,” she said reassuringly. “Alicia won’t be alone with Blake.  I’ll be with them.”

“You’d like that Alicia, right?” Steph asked Alicia.  “Remember how we used to kiss and touch as Blake fucked you?  You liked that, right?”

Alicia shivered lustfully.  It was clear she HAD liked that.  And missed it too.

Alicia looked at Steph, then Blake, and finally her eyes settled on her husband. Now, excitement and desire clearly covered her face.  Yet, she still tried to keep her voice neutral. “It’s up to you honey,” she said to John.

John still looked unsure. He clearly wanted Jen, but he was reluctant to let Blake get his hands on his wife again. But, the fact Alicia wouldn’t be alone with Blake – Steph would be with them – eased his concerns.  

Making his decision, John said to Blake, “Fine.  I get Jen.  You get Alicia.  But Steph’s with you.”

I was fascinated by what was going on between Blake, John, Alicia and Steph.  Still, my heart sank when John said, “I get Jen.”  But I didn’t object again, as I still felt the blow of Jen’s rebuke just moments ago. 

Things moved fast. Blake, John and Jen all stood up. Blake whispered something to her as she pulled the straps of the dress back over her shoulders, and pulled her skirt down. Jen nodded and then approached me.

Jen took my arm and whispered to me, “Are you okay? Did you put it on?” Even before I could answer, she brushed her hand against my crotch. She felt the cage. She whispered, “That’s good Mike. It’s better you don’t cum. You won’t get so upset.”  

“What did Blake tell you just now!” I hissed in a low voice.

Jen pursed her lips at me. She didn’t answer at once, like she was giving me time to calm down. She rubbed my arm as she counted to 10. Finally she said, “Don’t be mad. But he thinks you should let John be alone with me. He says it’s only fair, since he’s getting Alicia.”

My eyes opened wide. How was any of this fair? When was Jen going to take my side in any of this?

“Do you want to be alone with John?” I asked incredulously. My stomach was seizing up and I felt like there was a hammer slamming my heart apart.

“Just go with it Mike,” Jen whispered pleadingly. “I won’t be too long with John.  Just stay here. I’ll come and get you when we’re done.”

“You mean when John’s done with you!” I hissed bitterly.

“Mike baby, just go with it,” Jen pleaded, rubbing my arm again.

I stared at my wife. I couldn’t believe she was asking me to do this. To stay here, by myself, while she went into a bedroom alone with John. And this was after I told her I didn’t want her to be with that cuckold!  

But then I remembered what she had told me before, not too long ago. To stop trying to top from the bottom. And I remembered my own thoughts. That this was just a game, and this was the avatar Jenny, not my Jen.

“You have to use a condom with John!” I told her. “I don’t care if he’s tested! I’m your husband Jen! You have to give me something!”

Jen was about to object, but then she thought better of it. She reached for her purse. She opened it with an audible “click” of the snap. Then she unzipped the pouch where she kept condoms. She pulled one out. She let me see it before closing her hand. “I’ll make John use a condom this time,” she whispered. “But next time we’ll have to see. Okay? Because Blake might not want me to use a condom with him. Especially if he’s not using one with Alicia. It wouldn’t be fair.”

Fair?! She was talking fair again?! I felt like my head was going to explode! 

“I’ll be back,” Jen said softly. She kissed my cheek. In the 4.72 inch So Kate heels, she was taller than me so she didn’t even have to reach up to do so.  

Then Jen walked over to John, who was waiting for her. Blake and Steph had already disappeared with Alicia into their master bedroom. Jen took John’s offered hand, and I watched them walk down the hall to a guest bedroom.  

I stood there, stunned. What the fuck. What the fuck ....

Did Jen know she was killing me? Did she know?

Maybe she was just pushing my buttons. She knew what turned me on so she was doing all this for me. That made me feel better, the thought that maybe she was doing all this for me.  

But I knew it wasn’t true. My wife was selfish. She had always been that way. She had learned early on that she could get what she wanted from men with her pretty looks and sexy body. And I let her get away with it too. I enabled her. That was proven by the fact that my cock was in a cage while John was using my wife’s body to pleasure himself.

I collapsed onto the sofa. I put my head in my hands. I was consumed by cuckold angst, jealousy, loneliness. Probably the only thing that kept me from going completely over the abyss was the lustful burning fire inside me. I was so fucking aroused despite my despair. Even though the cage prevented me from getting hard, I was so fucking aroused.

Even allowing Blake to control things, to deny me the pleasure (and angst) of watching Jen with John, that turned me on too. It killed me but turned me on. With me, it was always the conflict.

I abruptly stood up.  I wasn’t allowed to watch John with Jen, but no one said anything about Blake with Alicia (and Steph).

I walked into the master bedroom, not giving a fuck if they noticed me.  

Anyway, they didn’t notice me.  They were too involved with each other.

Alicia was panting as Blake slowly fucked her with his big curved dick.  Steph was sucking Alicia’s nipples and rubbing her clitoris.  Alicia’s face was a mix of desperation and torment.  It was clear she was loving what Blake and Steph were doing to her, but they were edging her, not letting her cum.  And she desperately needed to cum!

“Please, please ...,” Alicia begged.

“Not yet, sugah,” Blake teased as he slowly moved in and out of her pussy.  “You haven’t answered my question.  You wear a g-string tonight?”

“You know I did!” Alicia said in frustration.  “You just took it off me!”

“Oh, yeah, I guess I did,” Blake said with a chuckle.  “I guess the real question is, did you wear it for me?  Tell the truth now, sugah, or me and Steph will leave you hanging.”

Alicia hesitated a moment, then admitted, “I wore the g-string for you.  Steph told me this might happen tonight.”

With a laugh, Blake said, “Oh.  You mean my dick inside you, and your nipple in Steph’s mouth.  Is that what she said might happen?”

“Please!  Make me cum!” Alicia begged.

Blake laughed again.  “And what about John with Jen?  You know she’s prettier than you.  Sexier.  Her pussy feels better than yours!”

“Fuck you Blake!” 

With the laugh still in his voice, Blake said, “I’m just saying, Jen’s making you a cuckquean, just like I’m making him a cuckold.  Again.”

“Blake, please!  Make me cum!” Alicia begged again.

Then she cried “No!” as he pulled his cock out of her.  

“You want my cock back inside you?  You wanna cum?”

“Yeeesssss!” Alicia cried.

“Then I take this off,” Blake said, touching the condom sheathing his cock.  “And I cum inside you.”

Alicia looked desperately from Blake to Steph and then back to Blake.  “We can’t,” she said in a pleading voice.

“And how’s my little girl Lizzy?” Blake asked.

Alicia’s eyes got big with shock.  “You promised never to tell,” she said in a whispered voice.

“It’s just us talking, sugah,” Blake said with a grin.  “Is John as clueless as ever?  I mean, I even got you to ink your ring finger.  He’s as clueless as they come.”

“Blake, please,” Alicia pleaded.

“Say John is clueless,” Blake said.  “I want to hear you say it.”

Alicia hesitated, then said, “John is clueless.”

“Say, I have no respect for my cuckold husband.”

Again Alicia hesitated.  Then she said, “I have no respect for my cuckold husband.”

Blake moaned, lust flooding his face.  “God, Alicia sugah, you so know how to turn on a man!”  Then he ripped off the condom and pushed his (now bare) cock back into Alicia’s married pussy.  

“Oh, we’re going to have fun, you and me, Alicia sugah,” he said as he began fucking Alicia hard.   “You’re going to wear g-strings all the time again.  Clueless John will think it’s for him, but it’ll be for me of course.  I’m gonna put another baby inside you, and ink another black dot on your ring finger.  And clueless John will still be clueless.”  

Blake laughed, and a moment later he came and flooded Alicia’s married womb with his fertile seed.  At the same time, Alicia screamed as she finally came, and her orgasm was more intense from the sensations of Blake’s sperm powerfully hitting her walls.
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I STAGGERED OUT OF the master bedroom.  What I’d just witnessed had been intense.  And so hot!  I cursed the cage my cock was in!  I needed to cum!

I gulped down two generous pours of bourbon.  Then I collapsed onto the sofa.  Somehow I dozed off.
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I was awaken by Jen’s soft lips on my cheek. “Hey sleepyhead,” she said with a warm smile at me.

As I opened my eyes, I focused on the clock on the wall. It was late. Jen had been with John for almost 3 hours.

“You said you weren’t going to be too long,” I said accusingly.  

“Come on baby,” she said soothingly to me. “Let’s go home.”

“Where’s everybody?” I asked.

“John and Alicia already left,” Jen said. “I haven’t seen Blake and Steph. They’re still in their bedroom.”

That’s when I heard it. Sounds of sex from the master bedroom. Steph was reclaiming her husband after he had been with Alicia. And John and Alicia were reclaiming each other after being with others.  

Was Jen going to let me reclaim her? Or was she going to make me stay in the cage? Was she going to keep denying me my manhood?

“Come on Mike,” Jen urged, tugging on my arm. Her hair was tussled, and her makeup was gone, but she had the red dress back on. I noticed though she was in her stockinged feet. She was holding the back of the high heels with 2 fingers. Was she going to walk home this way? Doing the walk of shame while holding her high heels in her hand?

But then I remembered we drove over. And as I remembered this, Jen was already stepping back into the So Kate heels.

“How was John?” I asked her when we were in bed. I was naked but I still had the cage on. Jen was naked too, but she still wore the thigh highs and heels.

“He was sweet,” Jen said. Her eyes were on my cock in the cage. The cage was clear plastic so she could see my penis. It was swollen but the cage prevented an erection. The end was wet with my pre-cum.

I had never heard Jen call one of her lovers “sweet.” It bothered me.  

“What do you mean sweet?” I asked with a frown at her.

Jen took the key and undid the lock. Then she slid the plastic tube off my shaft, and carefully maneuvered the ring from around my balls. Even though I was aroused, my cock wasn’t hard. We both knew from experience it would take me a little while to get erect after being caged.

Jen was still looking at my soft dick. It was like she was studying me. Was she comparing me to John? The prospect made my insides turn to jelly.

“Is John bigger than me?” I asked her.

“Didn’t you see him?” she asked back.

“Not really, from where I was,” I said.  “And anyway, you know, I like hearing it from you.”

“You hope he’s bigger than you, right?” Jen playfully asked with a knowing grin at me.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about it.  Yes, normally I wanted Jen’s lovers to be better endowed than me.  To be more handsome.  To have better bodies.  To be better MEN than me.  

But with John?  He was a cuckold.  Blake had cuckolded him in the worse way possible, and he wanted to do it again.  If John – a cuckold – cucked me, then what did that make me?

What kind of man did that make me?

Unaware of my disturbing thoughts, Jen said “Yes, he’s bigger than you. He’s not huge. But bigger.  Noticeably bigger than you.”

With a grin, she held up the plastic tube of the cage and teased “He wouldn’t fit into this little thing.”

Jen’s words tore at my gut. But suddenly my cock was erect. It made her giggle. “You’re so predictable Mike,” she joked with a smile in her voice.

I frowned.  I felt Jen was disrespecting me.  With John.  Cuckold John.

I said, “Alicia said bad things about John.  While Blake fucked her.”

“You watched them?” Jen asked.

I got defensive and snapped, “You wouldn’t let me watch you!”

Jen frowned at the tone of my voice, but clearly didn’t want to get into an argument about being alone with John.  She asked, “What’d Alicia say?”

“She said John’s clueless.  Because he doesn’t know Lizzy’s not his.  And he doesn’t know what the black dot on her finger means.  He’s clueless.  He doesn’t know Blake cucked him in the worse way possible.  And he didn’t wear a condom tonight.  With Alicia.  He came inside her.  He said he wanted to get her pregnant again.  John is a bigger cuck than me.”

Jen looked thoughtful as she processed my words.  She said, “I don’t know.  I don’t think John’s a cuckold.  He’s not like you.  I don’t mean that in a bad way.  I’m just saying, his fantasies are not like yours.  I think he just wanted to swing with Blake and Steph.  It’s Blake who took advantage of the situation.”

I stared incredulously at my wife.  Again she was taking the side of another man.  Again!

Jen saw my look and said, “I’m just telling you what I think.  You want me to tell the truth, right?  And anyways, John didn’t act like a cuckold.  I mean, tonight.  In bed.”

I continued to stare incredulously at Jen.  But now I was breathing hard.  And my dick was even harder than before.  Her words were pushing my cuckold buttons.

“What do you mean he didn’t act like a cuck in bed?” I asked.

Jen could tell I was excited and in cuck-space.  She wrapped her soft hand around my erection and began to slowly stroke me up and down.  

“He’s aggressive in bed.  He takes charge.  He’s an alpha.  He made me feel like a bottom,” she said.  “And, you know, I like that.”

“And I’m not alpha?”

“Not in bed,” Jen softly said as she continued to stroke me.  “Sorry, baby, but you’re not.”

“John make you cum?” I asked breathlessly.

“Yes.”

“So, he was good in bed.”

“Yes.”

“Better than me?”

“I can’t say.  We’ve only done it once.”

“You gonna do it again with him?”

Jen looked into my eyes as she said, “It’s up to Blake, right?”

I groaned at her words.  I said, “You made John wear the condom, right?”

Jen looked guilty as she said, “I kinda forgot about it.  I’m sorry.”

“You let him bare inside you?” I asked, shock and horror in my voice.  She didn’t answer, but her guilty face told me she had.

“John cum inside you? Did he?  Tell me!”

Still Jen wouldn’t answer.  I looked between her legs.  Her lips were red and puffy, and milky white liquid seeped out.  John’s sperm!  

“You let John cum inside you!” I cried with horror.

Jen was still stroking me.  She knew my body, my fantasies, better than I knew them myself.  She tightened her grip around my cock and stroked me faster.  As she did, she whispered into my ear, “You probably hope John got me pregnant.  He doesn’t fantasize that way about Alicia.  That’s why you’re a cuck, and he’s not.”

Listening to her words as she stroked me, I grunted, lurched and came.

––––––––
[image: ]


“WHAT DO YOU MEAN JOHN’S sweet?” I asked later.  We were still in bed.  I was naked.  Jen had taken off the heels but still wore the thigh high stockings.

“You know John,” Jen said with a shrug. “He’s nice. He’s like you.”

I frowned at her words. I didn’t want her lovers to be like me. I wanted them all to be arrogant assholes.  

“You were with him for a long time,” I pointed out. “Were you fucking the whole time?”

“No. We talked a lot. I don’t think I’ve ever really talked to John before.”

“What’d you talk about?”

“I don’t know. Everything I guess. His life with Alicia. How they got into swinging. John’s really nice. He’s sweet. Sensitive, like you. 

I didn’t answer for a long moment. I didn’t want Jen to think John was sweet. It hurt me inside.

“You had fun with John, then?” I eventually asked.

“I had fun,” Jen confirmed.

“He make you cum?”

“I told you he did.  But you like hearing me say it, right?” Jen said with a knowing smile. “Yes, baby, John made me cum. Once when he ate me out. Then later in the bedroom, when we had sex.”

“You mean, penetration sex,” I said, wanting to make sure I had the whole story. “You came on his cock.”

Jen moved her lips close to my head. She huskily whispered into my ear, “Yes Mike, John fucked me really good, and he made me cum on his cock.” 

I shuddered at her words. Jen reached down and began slowly stroking my cock. I was hard again.

“You hate it when a man makes me cum from intercourse,” she said. She kissed me on the cheek and added “But you love it too.”

I felt lightheaded as Jen stroked me. I said, “I hate it John made you cum with his tongue.”

Jen understood what I was saying. “You like to keep that all to yourself,” she said with a knowing look at me.

I nodded. “Your lovers don’t usually go down on you,” I said.

Jen shrugged, as if saying I was probably right. She said, “Guys with big dicks usually think that’s all they need to make a girl happy.”

“Are they right?”

“Well ...,” Jen said with a laugh.

I knew Jen was trying to lighten the mood, but I was too bothered. “So, was John good? Going down on you?”

“He’s okay. I could tell he knew what he was doing. Probably he gets a lot of practice with Alicia.”

“Well, he’s a cuckold ...,” I said.

Jen laughed. “Mike, god, just cause a man uses his tongue doesn’t mean he’s a cuckold,” she said. “I told you, John’s sensitive, he’s considerate, he wanted to make sure I was okay.”

Something about what Jen said made me think. “What a minute,” I said. “Are you saying John went down on you again, after he fucked you?”

“Um, well, are you saying that’s against the rules?” Jen said with another laugh.

Her laughter made me burn inside. “Did you go down on him too?” I said angrily.

“Mike why are you getting mad?” Jen said, not understanding. “We were together for almost 3 hours.”

“But you said you talked most of the time!” I reminded her. “You said you only came twice.”

“I never said that.”

“You did!” I insisted. “Once when he went down on you.  When it all started, with Blake. And once when you fucked.”

“I didn’t know you wanted the complete list,” Jen said defensively.

“So how many times then?” I demanded.

“Mike, come on,” Jen said. She was rubbing my chest, trying to get me to calm down. But I was mad and I wanted to stay mad. In a machoistic way, it felt good being mad.

“I wanna know Jen!” I demanded.

“Okay, okay,” she said, relenting. “First he went down on me in the living room. You saw that. Then we went into the bedroom. I went down on him. I wasn’t planning to go all the way but then he came. Then we had sex. Then later I went down on him again.”

I stared at her. “The second time you meant to get him off,” I said, knowing the answer was yes.

Jen nodded, confirming my suspicion. “It’s just, he got me off before, so I thought it was only fair,” she said with a shrug.

Fair. She was talking fair again.  

“Yeah, fair,” I said bitterly. “Then he goes down on you again. So in 3 hours, you got off 3 times, and he got off 3 times. And you leave me by myself with my cock in a cage.”

“Mike baby, come on,” Jen said in a soft, soothing voice. “Don’t be like that. You know that’s how our game works. And now you have me right here. We can have as much sex as you want.”

“As much as I want. Not that you have any desire for me,” I said, my voice again laced with hurt and bitterness. 

Jen hugged me, trying to make me feel better. But she didn’t try to deny it. She had already told me many times. She didn’t think of me as a sexual partner anymore. I might be her husband but sexually she preferred other men. I had been replaced. Friend-zoned. She might love me, but as far as she was concerned, we were platonic friends. Any sex I got from her were pity fucks. Things she did out of obligation.

“Four,” Jen said as she continued to hug me.

“What?”

Jen pulled away and looked into my eyes. “I just want to be honest with you,” she said. “John and I, we each got off 4 times.”

I stared at her, speechless. Finally I dumbly repeated, “How?”

“Before I woke you up,” Jen said. “We were kissing on the bed. And touching. He fingered me. And I ... you know.”

I stared at Jen. I imagined John with Jen, naked in bed inside Blake’s guest room. Passionately making out like teenagers. Fondling each other. John sucking on my wife’s pretty little high school breasts. Finger fucking her, his thumb rubbing her clit. Jen’s hand around his shaft of his “not huge but bigger than yours” cock. Moaning into the other’s mouth as they came. Jen’s pretty toes curling in the So Kate high heels as she climaxed with John’s fingers rubbing her clit.

“Oh god Jen,” I groaned, by body shuddering and collapsing against her. “You kill me. You know? You kill me.”

“I don’t kill you Mike,” Jen soothed, hugging me and rubbing my back. “I play the game to get you off.”

“Yeah, right, you do it just for me,” I said sarcastically.

“I’ve never said that,” Jen said, kissing my lips. “I love the game as much as you. But you do get off on what I do Mike. You love it.”

Jen laid me on my back. She straddled my hips. She reached into her nightstand and pulled something out. It was a condom.

“So you won’t cum as fast,” she told me. “Do you want to use it?”

“Do I have a choice?” I spat out bitterly.  That seemed to be the way it was now.  Every man was allowed inside my wife bareback, except me.

When she didn’t say anything, I said, “Go ahead.”

Jen ripped a corner of the foil package with her teeth. She pulled the condom out. She pressed the rubber against the head of my cock and rolled it down my shaft. The condom was a “small,” but still there was unused latex at the bottom.  

Then Jen took my cock into her hand and guided me into her. “Ugh god!” I groaned as my wife’s sweet pussy enveloped my cock. Even with the condom on it felt so fucking good!

I looked up at her beautiful face as she slowly moved up and down on my sheathed cock. “You don’t want me inside you bare,” I said, my words coming out like a moan. “You don’t make other men use condoms, but you make me.”

“You get more out of it this way. You don’t cum as fast.”

“You don’t make other men use condoms.  You didn’t make John.”

Jen shrugged, not denying it.  “It feels better skin to skin.”

“But not with me.”

Jen shrugged again.

“God Jen ...,” I moaned.  I hated all of this, but I loved it too.  Fuck.  Even with the condom on I was at the brink of cumming.

“Just admit you don’t want me to cum inside you,” I said, my words filled with bitterness and lust.

Jen leaned over and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Is that what you want me to say?” she said. Then she kissed me. She kissed me as she continued to rock back and forth on my cock. I came soon after that.

Afterwards Jen was snuggled in my arms. I was wired, wide awake. But I could tell she was tired and drifting off.  

I didn’t want her to fall asleep. This was my time with her. It was finally my turn.

“Does Blake really own you?” I asked her.

“Mike I’m just playing the game,” she said sleepily.

“He thinks he owns you,” I said. “He thinks you’ll do what he wants.”

“I don’t care what he thinks,” Jen said. She was talking really soft, so soft I barely heard her. I could tell she was really tired. She rolled to the other side, facing away from me. I snuggled up to her back, spooning her. It’s how she liked to sleep.

“Why’d he share you with John?” I asked her. 

But Jen didn’t answer.  She was asleep.

It got me so angry! What happened to “You have me right here, and we can have as much sex as you want”?! She spent all night with John, she made him cum 4 times, and then she falls asleep on me! What happened to FAIR?!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 5


[image: ]


When I woke up, the sun was shining in through the windows. I looked at Jen. She was already awake, and looking at me. “Hey sleepyhead,” she said with a smile. She kissed me. “Sorry I fell asleep last night,” she said, looking guilty. “I was wiped.”

I frown at her. I was still mad about last night. Mad and confused. And hurt, and jealous. Ignoring her apology, I started to get up. “We have to get Anna,” I told her.

Jen put her hands on my chest to stop me from getting up. “I called Callie, she’s taking Anna for pancakes,” she said. “We have time.”

She pulled the covers off, revealing her body to me. She was still naked (so was I). I looked her up and down. Even with her hair messed up and no makeup, she was so beautiful. And her body was so hot. Petite, toned, firm. Like a ballerina. Perky little A-cup breasts. Shapely legs that went on forever. Tight ass.  

“You were talking last night when I fell asleep,” Jen said as she brushed loose strands of blonde hair behind her ear. “What did you say?” she asked as she kissed my chest.

“I was wondering why Blake shared you with John,” I said.

“To prove he could,” Jen said with a shrug. “It was a power play Mike.”

“But you went along with it,” I said.

“I went along with it,” she confirmed. “I did what Blake said, even though you hate him. I slept with John, even though you told me not to.”

I stared at Jen. So, she knew she was killing me. Last night, she knew she was killing me!

Jen reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock. I was rock hard. She began slowly stroking me. “It’s our game Mike. It’s how we play,” she said. “I knew you hated it, but you loved it too. It got you off. Just like you’re getting off on it now.”

“You hurt me last night,” I told her.

“You get off on the hurt,” Jen said, her eyes boring into mine as she continued to slowly stroke me. “As long as it’s not too much. Not bad hurt. And it doesn’t get bad if we’re back together. I get you Mike.”

“So, what you did last night, it was all for me?” I spat out.

“No,” Jen said honestly. “I’ve been curious about John. And he was good. Better than good.  I told you he made me cum 4 times.”

I stared at Jen. She was my wife. I couldn’t believe how heartless she was being. Curious about John? Even though she knew I was against it? It was like she didn’t care at all about my feelings.

“I know you hate Blake,” Jen said, like she was reading my thoughts. “I know you didn’t want me with John. But Mike ... you get that turns me on, right? It’s like when I cheat on you. It gets me hot.”

“What?” I said dumbly.

“It’s fucked up, right?” Jen said with a weak, sheepish smile. “I can’t help it,” she admitted. “Sometimes I wake up thinking about sex. And I fall asleep thinking about sex. I can’t help it.” She looked into my eyes and asked, “Do you think that’s bad? Or good?”

At that moment, all my anger from last night dissolved away. The only thing I felt for my wife was love. God I loved her! I adored her! I was so lucky to have her!

“It’s good!” I assured her enthusiastically. “It’s really good!”

Jen grinned at me, clearly happy with my unconditional acceptance of her desires. Then she moved up my body, straddling my head. She grabbed my hair and lowered her pussy onto my face. “Eat me out Mike,” she said, grinding her pussy across my lips. “Prove to me you’re better than John.”

Jen’s taunt took my breath away and made me ache deliciously inside. I clamped my hands on her thighs and eagerly went to town on her pussy.  I didn’t care John shot his sperm inside her. I didn’t let her go until I’d made her cum two times. I would’ve gone longer, made her cum again to further prove I was better than John, but she pushed my head away from her pussy.

“Okay, enough,” Jen gasped after the second time. She rolled off my face onto her back, panting. My face was wet with her juices. I wiped my face on the sheets, then leaned into her and put my arm possessively around her.  

When her breathing was back to normal, I asked “Were you jealous when Alicia went with Blake?”

Jen propped herself up on her elbow and gave me a quizzical look. “No,” she said. “Why should I be?”  

I shrugged and said “You get jealous over Joe. And you used to get jealous when you saw Scott with other girls, right?”

Jen frowned at me. “You know, you’re mentioning Scott a lot lately,” she said warily.

“I’m just saying ....”

Jen gave me a long look. Then she reached down and wrapped her hand around my hard cock. As she began slowly stroking me again, she said “I think you think too much with your little head sometimes.”

“You’re the one who just said you think about sex all the time,” I reminded her.

“You’ve got me there,” she said with a laugh. We both grinned at each other.

“What’d you think of John letting Alicia be with Blake?” I asked.

“It’s kinda a compliment.  John wanted me so much, he was willing to give Alicia to Blake, even after what happened last time.”

“Blake doesn’t want it to be a one-time thing with Alicia,” I said.  “He wants to ink another dot on her ring finger.”

Jen shrugged and said, “John and Alicia are adults. You and I, we don’t understand what gets them off.”

“I think Alicia gets off on putting John down.  Maybe that’s why she’s into Blake, because he’s into fucking wives and humiliating their husbands.”

“You could say we’re into that too,” Jen said.

“You want Blake to get you pregnant?  Ink a black dot on your ring finger?”

“No.  But we both have pregnancy fantasies, right?”

“I guess that’s why you let men inside you without a condom.  And why you let them cum inside you.”

Jen shrugged and said, “Don’t tell me it doesn’t get you excited too.”

We were both silent for long moments, processing what we had both just said.  Then I said, “Can I ask you something?” She was still stroking me and I was breathing hard.  Both from her hand around my dick, and our conversation.

“Yeah.”

“Do you ever think about Scott?” I asked.  

Jen frowned at me. It was the same wary look Alicia had given Blake last night, when he asked if she still wore g-strings.

Then Jen shrugged and said “Sometimes I do, I guess. He was a part of my life, you know? Like Colin. I think about him sometimes too. I think it’s just natural.”

“I mean, do you sometimes look at pictures of him on Instagram, or whatever, and masturbate?”

Jen stared at me for a long time. Finally, she said, “Actually, no. I don’t. Are you disappointed?”

“Relieved actually,” I said.

Jen stared at me again, like she was reaching into my soul. “But you’re disappointed too,” she said, looking knowingly at me. She was leaning against me, still slowly stroking my cock. “That’s why you want me to go to work again, right?” 

“I want to think about you around all those men at work, lusting after you as you strut around in short skirts and high heels,” I said.

“And fucking them too, right?” 

“If that’s what you want,” I said. “That’s the whole point of the Secret Room, right?”

“It is,” Jen agreed in a soft voice.  

“Are you still planning to fuck other men more than me in the loft apartment?” I asked.

Jen laughed. “We’ll see,” she said. Then she got serious. 

“But nothing’s going to happen with Scott. I might go back to work. It’s tempting, once we move back to the city and Anna starts all day pre-school. It’ll give me something to do and I miss being around people. But if I do go back to Gateway, nothing will happen with Scott. He’s married now. I don’t want to hurt his marriage. And I’m not interested in him anymore. I wasn’t lying before when I told you I was over him. That was the worst time in my life and I’m over him. I might keep up with what he’s doing on Facebook because I’m curious, but that doesn’t mean I’m interested in him anymore. Not sexually anyways.”

“Okay,” I said as I processed her words.

“Are you disappointed?” she asked again. She was still stroking me. She no doubt felt that my dick softened somewhat as she spoke.

“Yes, a little. You know how demented I am,” I admitted with a sheepish grin. Jen smiled back at me. “But mostly I’m relieved.”

“Can I tell you something else?” Jen said.

“Yes, of course.”

“I know you want me to date someone,” she said. “Focus on one man. A boyfriend. But I’m kinda having fun doing what we’re doing. I like the idea of romance and getting all infatuated with a new crush. But that’s not where I’m at right now. You’re all the romance I want, Mike. I love you. I don’t want, or need, romance with anyone else. Maybe someday I might want to experience that again. But maybe not. I like the way things are now.”

Suddenly my heart was brimming over with love! I felt incredibly secure in our marriage and Jen’s love for me!

“Thank you for saying that,” I gushed.

“You don’t have to thank me baby,” Jen said. “I love you.” Then she gave me a crooked grin and said “Besides, you can barely handle when I’m with John for a few hours. Do you really want me spending all my time with a boyfriend again?”

“I guess not,” I said, and we both laughed. I pulled Jen to me and we kissed. “But once we’re back in the city, it’ll be easier for you to do overnights.”

“You think so huh?” Jen said between kisses. She reached down between by legs and scraped her manicured nails across the sensitive underside of my balls. “Is that what you want Mike? You want me to sleep in another man’s bed?  In his arms?”

“Oh god yeah,” I gasped.

“Maybe he’ll fuck me in the morning, before I come home to you,” Jen teased as she flicked a fingertip across my sandbar.  “He’ll cum in my mouth.  You’ll taste him when you kiss me.”

“Oh god Jen,” I groaned.

“You want that? The way I got John off with my hand before I came back to you tonight?”

“No. Yes,” I said. It was always a conflict for me. It made Jen laugh.  

She reached to the side table and got a condom. She ripped the foil package with her teeth, and then rolled in down my hard shaft. “I don’t want you to cum too fast,” she explained as she straddled my hips. She guided my sheathed cock into her. I moaned as I penetrated her. “Tell me why you like it,” I asked her.

“Like it?” Jen asked, not understanding my question as she moved up and down on me.

“Why you like the game the way it is now,” I said, looking up into her eyes and reaching up to cup and caress her little perfect tits.

“I like the variety of many men,” Jen said, putting her hands on my chest for balance as she rocked back and forth on my cock. “I like being controlled. Like tonight. The way Blake gave me to John. I like being forced. Like how Joey treats me sometimes. I like being naughty, like fucking Wyatt right before his wedding. I like cheating on you. I like keeping you caged while another man fucking me.”

“It got you off leaving me outside while John fucked you?” I panted.

“Oh yeah baby, it did,” Jen purred, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me as she continued to rock back and forth on my cock. Then she moved her lips up my face. “You know what else I like Mike?” she whispered into my ear.

“What?”

“I like seeing you with a big cock in your mouth,” Jen said. Her eyes got big with excitement as she gushed “God that gets me so hot! Will you keep doing that for me baby?”

“Yes, if that’s what you want,” I told her.

“You’ll do anything for me, right Mike?” 

“Yeah, I will,” I told her.

Jen wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. She rode me that way, her arms around my neck and kissing me until I came.

Then, Jen washed my dick with a warm towel.  The prospect made me half hard, so she used an ice pack to soften me.  Then she put my limp dick back into the cage.

“When do I get to cum again?” I asked.  I felt submissive to my wife, and ... I liked feeling that way.

Jen seemed delighted by my question.  “It gets me hot controlling your orgasms,” she said with a grin at me.  “Do what I say, don’t top from the bottom, and maybe you’ll get to cum sooner than you think.”
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“I’m done,” Billy said to Jen and Mike.  Billy was the clerk from the Swarthmore Hotel, who had wired room 69 so he could secretly watch and listen to couples having sex there.

They were in the loft apartment.  And Billy had just done the same for their new home.

“There are hidden cameras in every room, and microphones,” Billy said.  “All wired to the monitors over there.”  He motioned to a room across the hall.

The room was a den next to the master bedroom.  It was filled with monitors and controls to switch between the cameras.  Mike and Jen called it the Secret Room.  It was where Mike could secretly watch Jen having sex with other men in the loft apartment.

“So, I guess it’s time for you to pay me,” Billy said with a toothy grin.  His teeth were crooked and yellowed from smoking.  He had greasy hair and an acne-scarred face.  But both Jen and Mike knew (from personal experience) that the boy had a lean, fit body.  And a large manhood.

Mike felt dread about Billy’s payment.  Jen had hinted it would involve him going down on the ugly boy – for a second time!  

Mike was relieved when he saw his wife giving Billy money.  

“This is what you’re paying me?” Billy said looking disappointed.

“It’s a lot of money,” Jen said.

“Yeah it is,” Billy said, looking at the wad of cash in his hand.  “But you said I could watch you sometimes, fucking dudes, like at the Swarthmore.”

“I’m not sure what I said, but okay, maybe we can do that,” Jen said with a mischievous grin.  “Come on,” she said, leading Mike and Billy into the Secret Room.

“What’s going on Jen?” Mike asked with a frown.

“Take off your clothes,” Jen said with that mischievous smile still on her pretty face.  “Both of you.”

Billy excitedly took off his clothes.  Jen looked at Billy for a moment.  His body was seriously hot.  He wasn’t the best looking guy.  Honestly, with his pimply face, greasy hair, and yellowed buck teeth, he was ugly.  But his lean, muscular body was hot and his penis was thick and long.  Jen inwardly smiled as she remembered her nickname for Billy.  The “below the neck” boy.

Jen felt a stirring inside as she looked at Billy’s naked body.  He was barely legal, only 18, and she’d been intimate with him.  As Mike would say, she had MILFed him. It was scandalous to have sex with a boy so young, and not too long ago she never would have considered it.  But now the prospect of sex with younger men – with boys—turned her on.   

“What’s going on Jen?” Mike asked again, his frown even deeper.  He was still fully dressed.

“What do I tell you?” she said to her husband.  “Stop trying to top from the bottom.”

Billy laughed and Mike’s cheeks went red.

“Take off your clothes Mike, or I won’t take off the cage,” Jen said, holding up the key.

Billy laughed again.  “Dude, is your dick still locked up?”

Jen grinned but managed not to laugh.  Mike’s cheeks got even redder.

But the prospect of getting his dick freed and being able to cum was too enticing to resist, so he undressed.  Within moments he stood naked next to Billy.

Jen looked at both Billy and Mike.  Her eyes drifted downward until she was looking at their cocks (Mike’s was still caged).

Jen moved to them, until she stood in front of both naked guys.  She lifted their dicks with her hands.  The difference was amazing.  Even soft, Billy’s cock felt solid, and heavy.  Mike’s caged cock felt like almost nothing.  

Jen dropped both cocks and then moved to the door.  “Have fun watching,” she said, the mischievous grin back on her pretty face.

“Jen – you said you’d take off the cage,” Mike said.  He knew he was begging, and it was even more humiliating with Billy there, but if Jen was about to be with another man, he wanted to enjoy it and jerk off.

“Later, if you’re a good boy,” Jen said with a smile.  Then she was gone, closing the door behind her.
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MIKE AND BILLY SETTLED into chairs in front of the monitors.  They were easy to control using mice and touch screens.  The room was sound proof so people in the rest of the apartment could not hear the audio played in the Secret Room.

Mike shifted one of the monitors to the master bedroom.  Both he and Billy watched as Jen brushed her hair and put on lipstick.  She took off her sweater, and it was obvious she was braless underneath the body hugging, silky top she wore.  Then she kicked off the black ballerina flats and stepped into high heels.

The transformation was startling.  A moment ago, Jen had looked like a wholesome, pretty mom who went to parent-teacher meetings and sold cookies at church events.  Now she looked like a sexy cougar who was ready to go clubbing.

A few moments later, there was a knock at the door.  Billy shifted the cameras to the family room.

Jen walked over and opened the door.  In walked a young man who was taller than Jen.  He was taller than Mike too, although not as tall as Billy.  The man was barrel chested with a thick neck and massive arms.  He was dressed in red flannel shirt, loose jeans and work boots.

“Who’s that?” Billy asked in the Secret Room.

“It’s Wyatt,” Mike said.  “He’s a farmer.  He sells vegetables at the farmer’s market.”

“He’s fucking your wife?” Billy asked.

Mike nodded.  He motioned to Billy to be quiet.  Jen and Wyatt were talking and he wanted to hear what they were saying.
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“THIS IS YOUR NEW PLACE?” Wyatt said, looking around the loft apartment.  “You’re moving from Monclair?  That’s far from the farmer’s market.”

“You worried we won’t be able to see each other anymore?” Jen said with a grin at the young farmer.  “You can still deliver veggies to me.”

“It’s kinda far for me to drive,” Wyatt said.

“I’ll give you a good tip,” Jen said with a playful, sexy smile.

Wyatt laughed.

“How is married life?  How is Faith?” Jen asked.

“She’s good,” Wyatt said.

“So, do you think about me?” Jen asked.

“I think about you.”

“Do you think about me when you’re making love to Faith?”

Wyatt laughed again.  “You are a serious bitch.”

Jen laughed back.  Then she said, “I think about you too.  About how you plowed and seeded me.”

Wyatt gave Jen a wary look.  “Listen, you called me, and I’m here, but I don’t want to cheat on Faith anymore.  We were high school sweethearts and all.  I love her.  I don’t want to hurt her.”

Jen moved closer to the young farmer and put her hand over his crotch.  “What Faith doesn’t know won’t hurt her.  And I’ll never tell.  I have a husband too, you know.”

Jen moved Wyatt so he sat on the sofa.  She got on her knees between his legs.  She unbuttoned his shirt.  Then she undid his pants and took out his cock.

“So, you cheat on your husband – on Mike – a lot?” Wyatt said as he looked down at the very pretty, very sexy MILF kneeling between his knees.

“Mike is sweet, but he doesn’t have a body like yours,” Jen said as she ran her fingertips along the hard, well-defined muscles of Wyatt’s chest.

Jen wrapped her hands around Wyatt’s cock.  He was hard now, and big.  Looking at his manhood, she said, “And Mike’s tiny compared to you.”

Jen opened her lips and took Wyatt’s cock into her mouth.  Wyatt groaned and rolled his head back as she worked on him.

After pleasuring Wyatt with her mouth for a few minutes, Jen got up.  She shimmied off her tight skinny jeans.  Wyatt admired the g-string Jen wore.

“Mike’s a lucky guy,” Wyatt said as he hungrily looked at the g-string that barely covered anything.

“I just told you Mike has a tiny dick,” Jen said as she stepped back into the shiny black stiletto high heels.  “I wear g-strings for someone else.”

“For another guy you cheat with?” Wyatt asked.

Jen got onto Wyatt’s lap, straddling his thick muscular thighs.  “Yeah, another man I cheat with,” she said in a sultry voice as she wrapped her arms around Wyatt’s neck and kissed him.

When Jen broke the kiss, she and Wyatt were both panting hard.  He reached up and cupped her braless tits through her silky blouse.  “You go braless a lot?” he asked.

“Does Faith?”

“Her breasts are too big to go braless.”

Jen laughed.  “She doesn’t like how they flop around?” she said with a catty grin.

Wyatt laughed.  “You truly are a bitch,” he joked.

Jen crossed her arms and pulled off her blouse.  Now she was naked except for the g-string and shiny black high heels.  “You like my little titties?” she asked.  Wyatt eagerly cupped and fondled her breasts.  

Jen knew gravity was relentless.  Faith’s big tits would sag and get even more floppy over time.  In contrast, her little breasts – what Mike called her little high school breasts – would stay perfect and perky forever.

Jen got off on that.  She got off on being prettier and sexier than other girls.  It was Steph’s fault.  Because of Steph, Jen got off on cucking other wives, just like men like Blake got off on cucking other husbands.

Jen reached down between their bodies.  She took hold of Wyatt’s hard cock and guided him into her.  They both gasped when he penetrated her smooth, married pussy.

“No condom?” Wyatt asked as Jen began moving up and down on his bare cock.

“Remember farmer boy?  You’re gonna plow and seed me.”

“You’re not on the pill?” Wyatt asked with a raised eyebrow.

“You’d like that right?  Mike would never know if you got me pregnant.  Unless it’s a boy and he sees how big the baby’s dick is.”

Wyatt laughed.  “You are truly a nasty girl,” he said admiringly.

“You have no idea,” Jen said.  She wrapped her arms around Wyatt’s neck again, and they kissed and made out as they fucked.
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Thirty minutes later, Wyatt was gone.  Jen’s cheeks were rosy after just cumming on famer boy’s big cock, and her pussy was full of his sperm.  Once again, Wyatt had plowed and seeded the sexy MILF.

Jen walked over to the Secret Room in just the shiny black high heels and g-string.  She opened the door and both guys stared at her.  Billy was still hard, so she assumed he had not cum yet.  Good.

Mike of course had not cum – it was not possible for him to cum – as his dick was still locked in the cage.

Jen took off the g-string.  Both guys watched her closely.  They both looked at her waxed, bare pussy.  It was clear she had just been fucked and spermed.

Jen walked over to Mike, her high heels click-clacking on the hardwood floor.  She held up the key and asked, “Do you want me to take off the cage?”

“Yes!” Mike said eagerly.  He desperately wanted – needed – to cum!

“Then put this on,” Jen said, handing the g-string to Mike.

Mike’s eyes got big with shock.  “Are you ... joking?”

“Do it, or you’re not cumming,” Jen insisted.

Mike knew he had no choice.  It was worse with Billy there, but he had no choice.

He took the g-string and pulled it up his legs.  It was too small for him of course, but Mike was a slim guy so it wasn’t too bad.  

Jen reached into the g-string.  She unlocked and took off the cage.  Then she arranged Mike’s dick in g-string.  

Jen appraised her husband in the g-string.  

Mike was slim.  Firm but not overly muscular.  And he was still keeping his entire body hairless.  

Mike’s dick was still soft.  So it was barely noticeable in the g-string.

Mike looked good.  Below the neck, he looked like a slim girl.  A sexy, slim girl with a flat chest.  Delightful tingles ran through Jen’s body at this realization.

Jen said, “You look good, baby.  You look hot.  If you had long hair and some makeup, Blake would get hard looking at you.”

Billy laughed.  He didn’t know who Blake was, but he got what was going on.

“Get on your knees and go down on Billy,” Jen told Mike.  

Mike was barely surprised by Jen’s order.  He knew she got off on feminizing him.  He knew she got off on watching him suck cock.

“This time I want you to do it yourself,” Jen said.  The times with Cam and Billy (the first time with Billy), she had coached her husband.  Now she wanted to watch him do it himself.  She knew at some level he got off on it.  And she got off on watching him giving head.

Mike was resigned, defeated.  He dropped to his knees between Billy’s open legs.  

He lowered his head and took Billy’s big cock into his mouth.

Mike blew Billy the way Jen had taught him.  Using his tongue, his hands, bobbing his head up and down, caressing the boy’s chest and thighs as he sucked on his big tool.  Billy was responding, moaning and thrusting up into Mike’s mouth, and some part of Mike was proud that he was learning to give good head.

Mike felt Jen get behind him.  “You look so sexy baby,” she purred into his ear.  She caressed his arms.  Then she wrapped her arms around him and ran her hands up and down his chest. Mike moaned at her touch, although his moans were muffled by Billy’s big cock in his mouth.

Jen cupped Mike’s flat breasts, squeezing and fondling them the way a man would caress a girl’s tits.  She rubbed his nipples with the flat of her thumbs.  The entire scene made Mike feel  like a girl.  These feelings and sensations made Mike burn inside.  His dick was rock hard.

“You think Billy’s body is sexy, don’t you baby?” Jen asked.  She had asked the same thing that time with Cam, but Mike hadn’t answered.  This time she wanted him to say it.

“Say it, baby,” she pressed.  “You think Billy’s hot, right?”

Mike raised his lips off Billy’s cock and said, “Yeah, his body’s hot.”

Jen moaned at Mike’s words!  She felt close to an orgasm, and she wasn’t even touching herself!

Jen grabbed Mike’s hair and tilted his face up towards Billy’s.  “Kiss him Billy!” she demanded.

Billy was up for anything.  He leaned over and covered Mike’s lips with his, kissing him hard, thrusting his tongue down his throat.  Billy and Mike sucked face for long moments.  It got Jen so hot watching, she reached down and furiously frigged her clit.

Then Billy pushed Mike’s face back down onto his cock.  He lustfully looked at Jen and, in a strained voice, said “Your husband sucks good cock.  He’s gonna make me fucking cum.”

Jen’s head practically exploded!  She pushed Mike away.  Then got on her hands and knees, pulling Billy over to her.  “Fuck me Billy!” she screamed.

Billy didn’t hesitate.  He rammed his cock into Jen’s pussy.  He fucked her hard and fast.  Jen screamed as she came on the 18-year-old’s big cock.  A moment later, Billy cried out as his orgasm hit, and he pounded Jen’s pussy once, twice, three times, each time splashing her fertile married womb with his virile sperm.

When he was done, Billy pulled out.  Jen fell onto her back.  She was gasping.  Her legs sprayed opened and Mike saw her pussy gaped open from the hard fucking she’d gotten from Wyatt and Billy.  The lips were red and swollen, and their sperm oozed out of her.

Jen saw Mike had not yet cum.  Still panting, she said, “Go ahead baby.  It’s your turn now.  Fuck me.  Feel how loose I am, after being used by real men’s cocks.”

Billy chuckled, but Mike barely noticed.  He hurriedly got between his wife’s open legs, pushing the g-string down so it was around his knees.  As he was about to thrust into her, Jen stopped him.  “Put on a condom,” she said.

Billy laughed, and Mike’s cheeks went red with humiliation.  But he was in deep cuck-space now. 

Mike quickly rolled a condom down his hard dick.  Then he pushed his cock into his wife’s well used pussy.  

She was so loose!  He barely felt anything!

Mike rammed his cock in and out of Jen.  Even though he felt almost no friction, he came after just a few seconds.
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“Are you ready for this?” Jen asked me. We were in the loft apartment. Construction was complete and it was all furnished. We could move in tomorrow if we wanted to, but we wanted to wait until the end of the school year. 

The thing with Wyatt and Billy was a few weeks ago.  Thankfully, Jen didn’t tease me about it, or even mention it.  It was like we were both pretending it never happened.  Although, unbeknownst to Jen, I had watched and jerked off to the video of Jen with Wyatt.  And I discovered Billy had wired the Secret Room for video and sound too.  I’m ashamed to admit I watched that video too.  And jerked off to it.  Even the part of me sucking Billy off.  

And even the part of me and Billy making out.  The fact his acne-scarred face was pressed against mine, and his breathe was foul, somehow made it hotter.

Looking at the video, I realized I did look good in the g-string.  And some part of me felt proud about that.

I’m not gay.  I know I’m not.  But, I don’t know ....

I don’t know.

I didn’t tell Jen any of this, of course.  I was ashamed to admit this to her.  And afraid of how she might rachet things up if she knew I got off on it.
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“ARE YOU READY FOR THIS?” Jen asked me again. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. 

She looked at me, studying me.  “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

She moved close to me, so close we were almost touching.  “Are you thinking about what we did the last time we were here?” she asked.

“No,” I lied.

She smiled at me.  She knew I was lying.

“It was a crazy way to break in the new Secret Room,” she joked with a grin.  

“Yeah,” I said with a grin back.  I was feeling uncomfortable, talking about it.

“You know what would be really hot?” Jen asked.

“What?”

“If you put this on,” Jen said.  She opened her hand.  Inside was a black g-string.

I was shocked.  “Where’d you get that?” I asked.

“Where I get all my g-strings,” Jen said.  “From Blake.”

“Have you been with Blake?” I asked.  “Since the last time ... you know ....”

“Since the time John cucked you?” Jen asked with a playful grin.  “And Blake cucked John?”

“Ah ... yeah,” I answered.  I was breathing hard.

Jen pushed the g-string into my hand.  “Put this on and I’ll tell you.”

I hesitated only a moment.  I took off my pants and boxers, and pulled the g-string up my legs.  My cock was in the cage.  Since it was small, it didn’t bulge the front of the g-string too much.  I put my pants back on.  

“So tell me,” I insisted.

Jen grinned mischievously at me.  “I didn’t say I’d tell you now.  Jamal will be here any second.  I’ll tell you later.”

I looked disappointed and bothered, and Jen laughed.  “You should know me by now, baby,” she said with the laugh in her voice.
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THAT’S WHAT WE WERE doing tonight.  We were meeting Jamal.

After what happened with Wyatt and Billy, we needed something completely different.  Like a palate cleanser.  Although with me in the g-string, I was beginning to wonder if it would be a continuation of what happened before.  Me on my knees, the only difference being a black cock in my mouth, instead of a white one.

Jen swirled this way and that, and asked, “Do you think Jamal will like this dress?”  

Jen was wearing a light pink dress with an off-the-shoulder neckline and short sleeves. It was tight from the waist up. The skirt was loose and ended high above her knees. She wore a white lacy thong but no bra. She finished the outfit with nude thigh highs and strappy high heels. Around her neck she wore 2 diamond necklaces, a small one I had given her when we were dating in college, and a larger one I had given her after we were married (and I had more money in my checking account).

“He’ll love it,” I said, staring at her chest. The dress was made of some kind of light material, and you could see a hint of her braless nipples and aureoles. “Did you buy it special for him?”

“Of course I did,” Jen said. She pressed her body against mine and said with a sultry voice, “I didn’t buy it for you.  I don’t buy things special for sissy boys who wear g-strings and go down on other men.”

My eyes got big with shock and alarm.  Jen had never called me a sissy before.

Jen saw my alarm and playfully laughed.  “I’m just playing, baby,” she said as she hugged and kissed me.

Then she said, “Remember, Jamal said he wanted to talk to you.”

“I remember,” I said.  I had agreed to talk to Jamal if she promised to think about going back to work at Gateway. I loved the prospect of countless men lusting after her as she got back into the workplace in her sexy work dresses and high heels. 

“Remember, Jamal thinks black men are superior to white men.”

“So?” I said, uncertain where she was going with this.

“So, just go with it.  You’re a bottom.  Jamal knows that.  So don’t—.”

“Don’t try to top from the bottom,” I said finishing her sentence.

Jen smiled and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. 

Then there was a knock at the door. Jamal had arrived. Jen gave me a fleeting smile, then she went to the door to let Jamal in.  
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I LOOKED AT JAMAL AS he walked in. He was tall. As tall as Blake. Taller than me, taller than Jen even in her 5-inch heels. Once again I realized that lately – in our Game 2.0—my wife was into tall men.

From the way his clothes hung on him, I could tell he was fit. His head was shaved. His skin was deep black.  

Jen introduced me to Jamal and we shook hands. I got everyone drinks. A Highland Park scotch for me, Cosmo for Jen, and a beer for Jamal. Then we sat down, Jen sitting next to me on the sofa, and Jamal sitting across from us. 

“It’s always awkward at the beginning,” Jamal said with a friendly smile. “So I brought some icebreakers.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out 2 plastic baggies. One had white powder, and I knew it was cocaine. The other had some joints in it.

“Want a bump Jen?” Jamal asked, offering the white bag to Jen.  

“Uh, no, not this time,” Jen said, and I was relieved at that. I didn’t want my wife taking hard drugs. But then she said “Maybe some of the weed.” When I looked at her, she squeezed my arm and said in a low voice, “It’ll help us relax.”

Jamal lit the joint. He took a deep drag and then passed it around. Jen took a drag, and then I did too. We passed it around like that until it was gone. I could tell Jen was high. I didn’t know Jamal well enough to tell with him. For me, the joint barely affected me. I was too antsy over what might happen tonight. I had no clue what Jamal’s plans were, or why he wanted to talk to me.  

As if reading my mind, Jamal looked at me and asked “So Mike, you get off on sharing your wife with other men. Sorry for my bluntness, but I think it’s better to get things out into the open.”

“Yes, obviously, you’re here,” I said. My voice was stiff and not friendly. I felt uncomfortable talking about this. I mean, I loved talking to Jen about it. But not other people, and certainly not other men.

“I’m here, because you’re willing to let me have sex with your wife,” Jamal said. “I want to make sure we’re on the same page. I don’t want a jealous husband coming after me with a gun.”

“I don’t own a gun,” I said crossly in a hard voice.

“I think you know what I mean Mike,” Jamal said, his voice hard too, and demeaning. “Listen, if you don’t want this, just tell me. I’ll leave now.”

I felt Jen’s grip on my arm grow tighter. “Mike what are you doing?” she whispered to me. “Remember what we talked about.”

I gritted my teeth and tried to calm down. 

Look, I knew myself. I knew being submissive was a big part of being a cuckold. I knew I was a bottom. But Jen was really pushing things.  She had me wearing g-strings.  She had me sucking dick.  The thing was, I was still a man. I still had male pride.  

In a way, it would be better if I watched Jen from a distance. Like, if I watched from the Secret Room as Jen and Jamal had sex. Then I could keep my male pride intact while still getting off on being a cuckold. But instead, Jamal wanted to talk to me, so here I was.

“I do want this,” I finally said to Jamal. I squeezed Jen’s hand and said, “This is something we do.”

“Okay good,” Jamal said. “Before we start, I have some rules.”

“Rules?”

“They’re not complicated,” Jamal said nonchalantly with a reassuring smile. “First, when I’m with Jen, she belongs to me. What we do is between me and her. If she tells me to stop, I’ll stop. But you don’t interfere.”

“Alright—.”

“Let me go through all the rules Mike,” Jamal snapped, cutting me off. “Then you can agree or not agree. It’s all or nothing.”

I frowned. I didn’t like being chastised by another man, especially not in front of my wife. But I didn’t say anything.

“Second, you can watch sometimes, but other times you won’t be able to,” Jamal said. “There will be times when I’ll want to be alone with Jen.”

“You mean dates?” I asked. When Jamal frowned that I was interrupting his monologue with a question, I said “Look, I have to ask questions to understand what you’re saying.”

Jamal shrugged like he was conceding the point. “Yes, we’ll do things together,” he said. “If we’re going to be lovers, we’ll enjoy it more if we get to know each other better. Do you have a problem with that?”

Jen squeezed my arm and whispered into my ear, “This is exactly what you want, right Mike?”

Yes, it was what I wanted. It was my fantasy of Jen having a boyfriend. But then, why was the idea bothering me so much? Was it because Jamal was black? Or that he was being so demanding and aggressive? Or that it was happening so fast?

Jamal took my silence as agreement, so he continued. “Third, I don’t use condoms,” he said. “And I don’t pull out. I will always cum inside your wife. I don’t waste my black seed.”

“Not when Jen’s ovulating,” I told him. “When she’s ovulating, you have to use condoms.”

“Well, then this conversation is over,” Jamal said, getting up.

“No Jamal, wait,” Jen said, motioning for him to sit down again. 

“Why does it matter Mike?” she whispered to me. “I’m on the pill. And I’ll make sure he’s tested before letting him inside me.  Everyone else cums inside me.”

“He’s black!” I whispered back. “Those other men are white!  You just promised the other day. If you ever had a black lover, you’d make him wear a condom when you’re ovulating.”

“I know Mike, but if that’s his rule, why does it matter?” Jen whispered. “I can just not see him when I’m ovulating.”

“You promise you won’t?” I whispered. 

Jen nodded yes. 

“Okay then,” I agreed, loud enough so Jamal could hear.

“Fourth, if I do get Jen pregnant, she won’t get an abortion,” Jamal said. “She will have my baby. And on the birth certificate, I’ll be listed as the father.”

“You’re fucking crazy!” I growled. Jen’s soothing hands were on my shoulders immediately.  

“Why does it matter Mike?” Jen whispered into my ear. “It’ll never happen.” Then she turned to Jamal and said, “That’s fine. Mike knows I’d never get an abortion. I’m pro-choice, but personally I’d never get an abortion.” Jen looked into my eyes and asked, “Right Mike?”

Maybe it was a test. I knew I passed when I said, “Yes” and Jen smiled and hugged my arm.

Then I said to Jamal, “But I’m the father of any child my wife has. So I’ll be on the birth certificate, not you.”

“That’s ridiculous Mike,” Jamal scoffed.  “If the baby is clearly black, it makes no sense for a white man – you – to be on the birth certificate.  And if it is my baby, I’ll be involved.  I’ll see the baby.  I’ll see Jen.”

“What do you mean you’ll see Jen?” 

“I think you know Mike, but I’ll put it this way,” Jamal said.  “A white girl who’s had my baby becomes more alluring to me.”  

“You think your relationship with my wife will last forever?!” I asked with shock.

Jamal shrugged.  “I would never force myself on any woman.  It will always be up to Jen.”

Jen squeezed my arm again.  “Mike, his stupid rules don’t matter,” she whispered into my ear.  “He’s not going to get me pregnant.  And if he does – and that won’t happen – then I won’t have sex with him again.  I won’t.”

I nodded, feeling somewhat mollified.  But I also felt an intense dislike for this man.  I had never felt like this with any of Jen’s lovers, not even Blake.  Not even Scott.

My cheeks burned. “Fine,” I said.

“You agree to all my rules then?”

“Yes,” I spat out.

Jamal studied me for a long moment.  He said, “I sense hostility with you Mike.  Yet, I won’t be Jen’s first lover.  Could it be you don’t like me because I’m black?”

“I’m not prejudiced!” I growled.

“There’s implicit bias,” Jamal said with a dismissive wave of his hand.  “And be honest with me.  One reason you want to see me with your wife – probably the main reason – is because I’m black.  A lily white girl like Jen, and a jet black man like me.  It’s taboo.  That’s what you find hot, right?”

“Whatever,” I said dismissively.  I wasn’t going to play this man’s game.

Jamal flashed me a smile.  I saw he had sparkling gold teeth.  “It’s the same with me.  Black is superior to white.  There’s nothing better than making a pretty white wife like Jen go black.  And if she does have my baby?  All the better.  You’re a cuckold, that’s what you’re into.  I’m into the browning of America.  The eradication of white skin.”

“So, do you want this, Mike?  This is your last chance.  Once your sweet bride has had a taste of me – a taste of black cock – well, you know the saying.  She won’t go back.”

I was breathing hard.  Jen was breathing hard too.  

“You’re not right about my wife.  All that is bullshit,” I told him.  “But I’m not telling you to leave either.”

Jamal chuckled.  “Well, we can agree to disagree,” he said, looking pleased. “Mike, it looks like our glasses our empty. Would you mind getting us refills? I’d like to offer a toast to our new adventure.”

I hesitated. I didn’t like being ordered around in my own house, in front of my wife. But I knew I had no choice.  So, I forced a nod and got up to get new drinks. As I did, Jen gave me a smile and squeezed my hand reassuringly. 

When I got back, Jamal was sitting next to Jen, taking my spot on the sofa next to her. They were sitting close – so close their knees were touching – and talking in soft voices. Seeing them that way, it flared the cuckold angst inside me. My cock pressed against the hard plastic of the cage.

I felt like I stood there forever, dumbly holding the new drinks while I watched them talk. Then finally they noticed I was there. I gave them their drinks. Then Jamal said, “Mike, would you mind letting me be alone with your wife for a little while?”

“You said I could watch,” I said immediately.

“I said you could watch sometimes,” Jamal said, correcting me. “And I’m not saying you can’t watch tonight. You can. Later. I’d just like to spend some time alone with Jen. We don’t really know each other. And I think a man and a woman should know each other a little before they’re intimate. Don’t you think that’s reasonable?”

Of course it was reasonable. But the last thing I wanted to do was leave my wife alone here with this big black man that I barely knew. “Is this what you want Jen?” I asked.

Jen looked at me and nodded. “Why don’t you go to the French bistro?” she suggested. “Have a couple drinks. Come back in an hour.” Then she looked at Jamal and asked “Does that sound right Jamal?  An hour?”

“Yes. An hour would be perfect,” Jamal said. He had a big smile on his face. Again I saw some of his teeth were gold.

A few minutes later, I was in the French bistro, sitting alone and nursing a scotch at the bar. There was a Knicks game on the TV, but I was too distracted to watch. Too disturbed.  Once  again, I was alone while my wife was with another man.

As I sat sipping the scotch, I reflected on the game we were playing. Was it better this time? 2.0 versus 1.0? In the original version, Jen focused on one man and got really deep. Emotionally and physically.

Now in 2.0, she had many lovers. So many I had a hard time keeping track of them all. Jen said she liked the variety. She liked being naughty.  

Was it better this time?  

I thought about my desire to make 2.0 like 1.0. To throw romance and emotions into the game, for Jen to have a boyfriend, a serious crush, to be infatuated with him, maybe even fall in love. Was I out of my mind? I couldn’t handle that. Tonight proved I couldn’t handle that. 

Jamal telling me he wanted to date my wife – not just fuck her, but date her – yes it got me weak kneed, yes it got me hot, but also it sent me over the abyss.  

Was Jamal right?  Was it worse for me, because he was black?  Jen with a black boyfriend.  Jen with a black man’s baby in her tummy.  Jamal being the baby’s father.  Claiming Jen’s body sexually, as his right because she gave birth to his baby.

If Jamal was the baby’s father, what would I be?  The baby’s uncle?  Is that what we would tell people?  Is that what we would tell our friends and family, my mom and dad?

Maybe Jen was right. Maybe she knew better. Going too far was bad. That’s what happened with 1.0. This 2.0 version had its own risks. It had tons of risk.  But not as much as 1.0.

So, I made a decision. I decided to stay with 2.0. I’d stop trying to get Jen to have a boyfriend. I’d encourage her to have many lovers, like she was doing now. I’d try to prevent her from getting too close to any one of them. 

I finished the Highland Park and ordered another one. I held the tumbler in my hands, the smoky, peaty golden nectar with one large ice cube, and I held it, like a pray. I swore to myself I would stick to this promise. I wouldn’t push Jen to have another emotional relationship with another man. I’ll keep it to 2.0. 

Especially with Jamal.
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I was anxious when I returned to the loft apartment. When I opened the door, I didn’t know what to expect. Or maybe I did.

Jen was with Jamal on the sofa. They were in the same places as when I left. Now though they were kissing. Jamal’s hand was on her breast, fondling her over the light pink dress. And Jen’s hand was between his legs, rubbing his hard on up and down.

I stood there for a moment, watching them. Seeing my wife kiss another man was always gut wrenching. In some ways, kissing was more intimate than sex.  

After a few moments, they noticed me. Or Jen, at least. She pulled away from Jamal and came to me. I saw she was panting and unsteady in her high heels. She was still fully dressed, although wrinkled and her hair disheveled. 

“Is he a good kisser?” I asked her when we were in the kitchen and had a moment of privacy.

“Actually yeah,” Jen said. She was still breathing hard. “Kind of surprising actually. He has really soft lips.”

I stared at her, the cuckold angst spiking inside me. She saw it in my face.

“I mean, you asked,” she said with an awkward half laugh. I forced a smile, because she was right.

“Did you go to the bistro?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“What did Ferdinand say?” she asked looking concerned. Ferdinand was new at the bistro and had recently become our favorite waiter there. Anna especially liked him, especially when he served her Shirley Temples with three (3!) cherries.

“About me being alone?” I asked. “I told him you were at home with Anna.”

“Okay, good,” Jen said as she played with the buttons of my shirt. “I just don’t want him to think there’s anything wrong between us. Anna likes him so much.”

I nodded. “So you talked to Jamal? You like him?” I asked.

Jen nodded. “I’m glad we talked,” she said. “What about you. You’re ready for this?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, not understanding. This wasn’t our first rodeo. I’d seen my wife with other men before.

“You know ...,” Jen began. “Jamal thinks a lot of himself. And he’s got that attitude. All those rules.  Black superiority.”

“I told you I’d go with it,” I reminded her.  I was doing my best not to top from the bottom.

“Good. Cause I’m just gonna go with it too. Listen, I want to tell you. I picked a safe word with Jamal. It’s JoeJoe.”

“JoeJoe?” I said, surprised. “JoeJoe’s your safe word?”

“Yeah. You know, just in case. It’s the same one I use with Joey.”

“You have a safe word with Joe?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah. Cause, you know, the stuff we do sometimes,” Jen said. I knew what she was talking about of course. The times Joe “raped” her.

“Okay ...,” I said, feeling uncertain, trying to process the fact that my wife and my young friend – practically my baby brother—had a safe word.

“Anyways, I just want to tell you that, so you know I’m safe with Jamal. And if it gets too much for you, you can use the safe word too.”

“I’m not sure I want to use Joe’s childhood nickname as my safe word with you,” I said sourly.

“Mike, I know. I’m not saying that. I’m talking about tonight, with Jamal. Anyways, we better get back.”

When we returned, we were shocked to see Jamal naked! He had taken off his clothes and was sitting on the sofa.

“Uh ... okay ...,” Jen said with an awkward laugh.

I was shocked as I looked at him. Even through my surprise, I saw he was fit.  Beyond fit.  Ripped. And he was very black. Jet black.  

His black body was muscular and well defined. Lean, toned, hard. He had a washboard stomach. He had some hair on his legs, and a happy trail of short bristly black hair that went from his penis to just below his belly button, but otherwise he was shaved with no pubic hair.  

His cock was really big. Like, porn star big. Long and thick. It looked like a python running down his muscular thighs. And he wasn’t even hard.

“Mike, why don’t you come sit next to me?” Jamal said. “Jen, help your husband take off his clothes.”  

“Just go with it Mike,” Jen whispered as she began unbuttoning my shirt. “Take off your pants,” she told me.

“Wait, Jen ...,” I said, hesitating.  My dick was in a cage!  And I was wearing a g-string!

“Just go with it,” Jen whispered to me.  “I know it’s embarrassing.  But you get off on the humiliation.  And I do too.”

I stared at my wife.  She got off on men humiliating her?  Or men humiliating me?

I knew the answer was both.

Jen took off my shirt.  And when I didn’t take off my pants, she did it for me. 

Jamal didn’t look surprised when he saw the g-string.  And the cock cage.  He didn’t make fun of me.

Instead, he told Jen, “Take off the g.  And the cage.”

Jen did as Jamal said.  Within moments I was as naked as Jamal. Jen took my hand and led me to sit next to Jamal on the sofa. 

“Jen, get on your knees in front of us,” Jamal said, motioning to a spot on the floor between us. Jen lowered herself onto her knees without hesitation.  

She was looking at both me and Jamal when he asked, “What do you think of our bodies?” 

With a shrug, Jen said “Well, Mike is white and you’re black.”

“Besides color,” Jamal said.

Jen shrugged again. “You’re taller,” she said. “You’re more muscular. You have a bigger penis.”

“Are you attracted to my body?” Jamal asked.

“Yes.”

“Are you wet looking at my body?”

“I’m getting there,” Jen said with a laugh. Jamal grinned at her.

“And what about your husband? Are you attracted to his body?”

“I love Mike,” Jen said, looking at me. “We play our game, and that’s exciting.”

“The game? That’s what you call your lifestyle?”

“Yes.”

“But that’s you with other men. I asked if you’re sexually attracted to Mike’s body.” 

“No I’m not,” Jen said honestly. “Mike knows I’m not. We’ve talked about it.”

“And you don’t mind saying all this in front of your husband?” Jamal asked.

“I told you, we talk about it. He already knows all this,” Jen said. “And anyways, he likes it. It gets him hot when I compare him to other men.” She was looking at my crotch when she said this. She saw I was hard.  

Jamal saw my erection too. And he saw Jen looking at my erection.

“Jen, take me and Mike into your hands,” Jamal ordered. “Our cocks.”

Jen did as she was told. She was able to grip me easily. She had a hard time with Jamal, as he was long and thick, and since he wasn’t completely hard, his shaft kind of flopped in her hand.

“What do you think?” he asked her.

“I’m kinda curious how big you get when you’re hard,” Jen said with a sly grin at him.

“Then why don’t you get me hard,” Jamal said with a grin back at her. They grinned at each other for a moment. Then Jen pulled her long blonde hair back, and she lowered her face and took Jamal’s cock into her mouth.

She couldn’t take much into her mouth. Just a few inches. He was too thick to take more. She sucked on his cockhead and the top of his shaft. At the same time, she used both hands to stroke the lower part of his rod. She also licked his shaft up and down, and caressed and licked his balls. Jen knew how to go down on a man. She had a lot of experienced with well hung men like Jamal, so she was good at it. It didn’t take too long before he was rock hard.

“Now hold us again,” Jamal said. He as breathing hard now.  “Me and Mike.”

Jen used her right hand to hold my hard cock. She used her left hand to hold Jamal. As she did, her wedding and engagement rings pressed against his black cock meat.

“What do you think?” he asked her.

Jen knew he wanted her to compare us. Looking at both our cocks, she said “You’re way bigger than Mike.”

My cock jerked at her words. Jen grinned knowingly at me. She knew I wanted her lovers to be bigger than me.

“Measure us Jen,” Jamal said, pulling a measuring tape from somewhere.  

Jen measured Jamal. “Wow,” she said, her eyes going wide. He was 13 inches in length, and 8 inches around. “I think you’re my new biggest cock ever,” she said with a laugh.

“A real big black cock,” Jamal said jokingly. 

“Yeah,” Jen said, and they both laughed.

“Now measure Mike,” Jamal said. He was still smiling at her.

“I don’t have to. I know how big he is. 4 inches long. About 3 inches around. Sometimes he gets thicker, if he’s really excited.”

“So my cock is 3 times bigger than Mike’s.”

“Yeah.”

“And which do you want to fuck? My cock? Or Mike’s?”

“Yours,” Jen said without hesitation. Looking at his big tool in her hand, she said “I want to feel this inside me.”

I was breathing hard. This entire conversation was cuckold gold. It hurt, but in such a delicious way. I was glad Jen wasn’t stroking me. She was holding my uncaged cock, but not stroking it. I was so excited that if she had been, I might have cum.

“Do you still let Mike inside you?” Jamal asked.

“I keep him in a cock cage most of the time,” she said.

“You deny him your pussy?” Jamal asked.

“Yes,” Jen said with a nod.  “Not always though.”

“How often do you let him inside you?”

“I don’t know,” Jen said. “Twice a month? Something like that. Also ...”

“What?”

With a mischievous grin, Jen said, “Lately I’ve been making him wear a condom.”

Jamal grinned back and nodded. He understood what the pretty white wife was doing to her husband. “You deny him skin-to-skin.  You don’t let his sperm inside you.”

“Well, that’s not exactly right,” Jen said with a frown.  “Sometimes I do.”

“Not anymore,” Jamal said with a hard, commanding voice.  “From now on, you always make Mike wear a condom. You never let him inside you skin-to-skin, or let his white boy sperm inside you.”

“What a minute!” I objected.

Jamal gave me a hard glare.  “Was I talking to you, cuckold?” he angrily said, putting emphasis on “cuckold.”  “Say another word and I’ll lock your pathetic dick back in the cage!”

The black man’s glare and tone of voice – and threat—were so intense and menacing, I was rendered speechless. 

Jen watched the interplay between me and Jamal, looking from Jamal, to me, back to Jamal.  She could tell Jamal – not me—was the alpha in the room.  This was the first time one of her lovers (or soon-to-be lovers) had so opening attacked me, either via words or action.  And Jen was watching me back down.

It was humiliating to be treated this way in front of my wife.  And it shamed me that I didn’t stand up to Jamal.

But Jen had her cum face on.  The way Jamal was treating me got her hot!

“Mike’s a sissy white boy,” Jamal said.

“What?” Jen said looking surprised.

“I’m not surprised,” Jamal said with a dismissive shrug.  “In my experience, most cuckold husbands are sissy white boys.”

Jen’s lips parted in surprise and shock.  Just before Jamal arrived, she called me a sissy.  She said she was joking, but now here we were, with Jamal calling me a “sissy white boy.”

“Ummm ...,” Jen said, looking down at her feet.  She didn’t know what to say.  But she wasn’t defending me.  If anything, she looked even more aroused.

“I think we all understand each other now,” Jamal said.  “Don’t you?”

“I ... guess so,” Jen said, looking unsure. 

Jamal looked at me and said, “Do your job, sissy white boy.  Get down on your knees and suck my cock.”  His voice was firm.  This was a command, an order, not a request.

My mouth opened in shock.  I couldn’t believe how fast this had gone, and the direction it had taken.  I thought this was about Jamal and Jen.  Not me.  All I was supposed to do was watch.

Jen was looking at me.  She was wondering what I would do.  I’d sucked Cam and Billy.  But it was Jen who was in control.  I did what she wanted, because she was my wife and I loved her.  Even though I ended up with their dicks in my mouth, I wasn’t being submissive to them.  I was being submissive to my wife.

Now though, it was Jamal ordering me.  If I did as he commanded, there would be no doubt I was being submissive to him.  To a man.

And Jen wanted to see if I would give into Jamal.  If I would willing become this black man’s bitch.

Suddenly, Jamal did the unexpected.  He became reasonable.  

The black man flashed me a charming smile, and said, “Mike, you shave your legs and pubic hair like a girl.  You wear girl’s lingerie.  You’re clearly curious.  So do it willingly.  That’s how you keep your pride.  Later, you can tell your wife – and yourself – that you sucked my cock because you wanted to.  Not because I made you do it.”

What Jamal said was bullshit, of course.  But he had pushed one of my buttons.  Addressed my biggest concern.  How can I maintain my pride – how can I keep my manhood – if I suck another man’s dick?

It was like a train wreck happening in slow motion.  I submissively got on my knees between Jamal’s open legs.  I got into position to go down on him.

I heard Jen moan.  I glanced over.  Her eyes were on me.  She had a big cum face on, and her hand was under her skirt.  She was slowly stroking herself as she watched me with Jamal.

I hesitated.  Was I really going to do this?

Jamal decided my fate when he put his hands behind my head.  He laced his fingers through my hair.  Then he roughly pushed my face down to his naked crotch. The reasonable Jamal from a moment ago was gone.  The big, powerful black man forced my mouth onto his hard cock.  I had no choice but to open my lips and take his cock into my mouth.

With his hands laced in my hair, he controlled me, forcing my head up and down.  With each downward thrust he rammed more of his thick black cock down my throat.  I was gagging and my spit and his precum flowed out of my mouth, over my chin and down my neck.

“Yeah, yeah, do it, do it, fuck his face, do it ...,” I heard Jen softly moan.  She was getting off on this.  

She was getting off on this!

On this ... violation!

I felt Jen move and sit on the sofa, next to Jamal. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Jamal kissed her back. He tugged the top of the pink dress down, revealing her little perky A cup breasts. He groped and fondled her tits as they kissed. Jen’s nipples were like little marbles, and he thumbed and pinched them. They made out while Jamal relentlessly forced his cock in and out of my mouth.

Finally, Jamal had had enough with my mouth. He pushed me away.  I fell onto my hands and knees, gasping for air, my face and chest covered with his pre-cum and my own spit.

Jamal stood up.  He picked up and carried Jen towards our bedroom like it was no effort, like she was as light as a feather.  

Jamal looked at me and said, “I’ve shown Jen you’re not a man.  You’re a cock sucking sissy white boy.  Now I’m gonna show your wife what it’s like to get fucked by a real man.  And I’m gonna do it in your marital bed.”

Jamal carried Jen into our bedroom, closing the door behind him.
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Three hours later they were finally done. They emerged from the bedroom.  Jen was wearing a cotton white robe that ended a few inches above her knees. She walked unsteadily in her bare feet. 

Jamal came over to me.  I was dressed again.  So was he.

He was the reasonable, charming Jamal again.  He gave me a friendly pat on the shoulder.  With a big grin that showed his gold teeth, he said, “I gotta act the part, right Mike?  No hard feelings, I hope.” 

I didn’t buy this “nice Jamal” act for a second.  But I forced a smile and shook his hand.  

Whatever.

Jen walked Jamal to the door.  I watched her get up on her tip toes and wrap her arms around his neck. I watched her kiss him. Then they whispered and kissed some more. 

Jamal gave her something. A bag. He whispered something to her. Jen’s eyes went wide, and she giggled. They whispered and kissed some more. Finally Jamal left.

I was sitting on the floor in front of the TV. I was leaning against the sofa. A college basketball game was playing on TNN. I was watching it but not watching it.

“Hey,” Jen said with a soft voice. She sat on the sofa behind me. I didn’t say anything. I pretended to watch the basketball game.

“Hey baby,” she said again, this time brushing her fingers through my hair. When I still didn’t say anything, she put her legs over my shoulders, and then wrapped her arms around my neck. She hugged me that way, with both her arms and legs, and kissed the side of my face. 

She said, “I don’t think you’re a sissy, if that’s what you’re wondering.  And what you did tonight with Jamal – you know, with your mouth – you know that gets me off, so I really want to thank you for doing that for me.”

I still didn’t say anything, or turn around. I kept staring at the TV, pretending to watch the basketball game. “So you’re giving me the silent treatment?” she asked, hugging me tighter. “You don’t want to talk about tonight?”

“You had fun,” I finally said. Three simple words, but my voice was full of emotion.

“Wasn’t I supposed to have fun?” Jen asked me. She was still hugging me. “You had fun too, right?” she asked, kissing the side of my face again.

“How did I have fun?  You were in the bedroom.  With the door closed.  I was out here.”

“You didn’t go into the Secret Room?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“It’s his rules, right?” I said with bitterness.  “And he closed the door.  He didn’t give me permission to watch.  So, I didn’t watch.”

I sensed Jen pursing her lips.  Always her sign that she disapproved of something.  Now she was disapproving of me.  She didn’t like I was acting like a baby.  Like a victim.

“What was the point of all the questions?” I asked, still blankly looking at the TV. I didn’t hug her back, or kiss her back. Yes, the point of the game was to have fun. She had fun, I didn’t.  I felt raw and hurt.

“You thought it was hot,” Jen said. “I know you did Mike. I was holding you the whole time. Your cock was as hard as I’ve ever felt you.”

“You mean, my little guy?” I said with bitter sarcasm.

“Are you really mad I call you that sometimes?” Jen said with a grin in her voice. “Mike, you’re small. We both know you’re small. You get off on being small. You get off when I compare you to other guys. You get off when I make fun of you. I’m just playing you know.”

I finally turned around and looked at her. “What was the point of all of Jamal’s questions?  All his rules?” I asked her again.

“I think he was trying to put you down,” she said. “He was trying to make me think less of you. That’s his thing. Black is better than white.”

“And you got off on it,” I said accusingly.

“Yes, I did,” Jen admitted.  “And you did too.  I know you, Mike.  I was holding your cock.  You were super hard the entire time.  So don’t say you didn’t get off on it too.”

“Do you think less of me?” I asked my wife. “How can you respect me after I’ve had guy’s dick in my mouth?”

“Mike baby we’ve talked about this a million times,” Jen said, stroking my cheek. “Okay, I admit, at that moment, maybe I don’t respect you as a man. But then it’s over, and we’re back to real life, and you’re my husband again.”

I stared at Jen. Her words “maybe I don’t respect you as a man” rang in my ears. I didn’t hear anything that came after that.

After a few moments of my silence, Jen stroked my cheek again and asked “What are you thinking Mike?”

“Do you think Jamal’s a better man than me?” I asked, my voice a hoarse whisper.

Jen looked at me uncertainly, like she didn’t know where my head was at. Was I really hurt, or in cuck-space? Eventually she gave me a sly grin and asked “Do you want me to think that, Mike? Do you want me to think he’s a better man than you?”

I was breathing hard. My cock was so hard it hurt. “What’s in the bag he gave you?” I asked.

“Let’s talk about it some other time,” she said.

“What’s in the bag Jen!” I pressed. “Drugs?”

“Not drugs. I swear, not drugs. It’s just something Jamal wants me to do. I don’t know if I want to do it or not. So, I’d rather wait to talk about it later, after I think about it. Okay?”

I nodded slowly. I didn’t like the fact Jamal was trying to get my wife to do things, but I decided to let it go for now. I reached up and undid the tie, then opened the white robe. Jen leaned back against the sofa, so as to give me a view of her body.

Her nipples were puffy from where Jamal had pinched and sucked. But my eyes didn’t linger there. Instead, my gazed drifted down to her pussy. Jen parted her legs to let me see.  

I groaned at the sight of my wife’s pussy. Normally her pussy was a tiny slit, with thin lips just a shade darker than the surrounding skin and pressed tightly together. Now though, her pussy gaped open. The lips were swollen and ragged. Her clit was pronounced.  

As I stared at her most intimate part, Jen moved her barefoot to my crotch and pressed her manicured toes against the tent my erection had formed in my pants. “I guess Jamal ruined me,” she said.

Her words made me groan. “Yeah, he really destroyed your pussy,” I said, my words coming out like a moan.

“Hopefully I’ll get tight again,” Jen said. “Or else I’ll never be able to feel your little white boy dick, Mike.”

“Oh god Jen!” I groaned. I looked up at her. She was smiling. Teasing me.  Twisting a knife through my heart.

She spread her legs wider, so I could see all of her. Her inner thighs were moist. Jamal’s cum was leaking from her well used pussy. “Sometimes I still wonder why you let other men have this,” she said to me. She ran her hands up her body and cupped her tits. “Why you let other men touch this body, and use this body, and cum inside this body.”

“Because if I didn’t, you’d cheat on me anyway,” I said.  

Jen gave me a strange smile, looking at me as she’d done a few moments ago, gauging where my head was at. Finally, she said, “You’re right.  I would cheat on you.”

I moaned.  God.  God.

This was too much.

Too good.

Too delicious.

“I’ve been seeing another black man,” she abruptly announced. “His name’s Reno. He’s a trainer at the gym. Sometimes I work out with him. Then one day he made a pass at me. And, well ... I let him seduce me.”

I stared at my wife. “What do you mean you’re seeing him?” I asked. “You’re dating him?”

“I wouldn’t say date,” Jen said. “Unless you call getting coffee a date. We’ve done that a few times. And gone to lunch.”

“I’d call that dating,” I said. My voice was dry. Jen shrugged.

“How long have you been seeing him?” I asked.

“A few weeks,” she said.

“Why are you telling me now?” I asked.

Jen was still lightly rubbing my hard-on with her toes. “It’s exciting not telling you,” she said with an excited smile. “It’s exciting to cheat. It’s exciting to be a bad girl and have an affair behind your back. But eventually I want to tell you. Because I love you, and I want to tell you cause otherwise it doesn’t mean anything. It’s not real unless I tell you.”  After a moment, she added, “And I get off on telling you.  It gets me hot, seeing you look sad, like you look now.”

I stared at Jen, not knowing what to say.  Finally I said, “Why are you telling me this now?”

“I want to compare Jamal and Reno. I want to talk to you about them.”

“And what do you want to tell me?”

“Reno’s the second black man I’ve been with.  The first was Davis.  You remember him?  The tattoo artist?”

“I remember,” I said stiffly.  I looked at her breast.  At the fifty-five inked under her left breast.  Davis had branded Jen’s left breast with Scott’s initials.

“So, what are you saying?” I asked.  My voice was hoarse now from lust.

Jen smiled slightly.  She knew mentioning Davis would turn me on.  She was kind enough not to rub it into my face.

“I had sex with Davis and Reno, and I thought, okay, the sex is good, but is that really what big black cock is all about?  Is that the epic life changing experience that turns a girl black?”

“You’re saying sex wasn’t good with Davis and Reno.”

“No, it was good,” Jen said.  “Just not earth shattering.  Not life changing.  Not mythical.”

“What are you saying?”

“Now I get it.  What big black cock is about.  After being with Jamal.  I get it.”

I frowned, not understanding.  “You look normal,” I said.  “You don’t look like your life’s changed.”

“Mike, our sex was only, like, 10 minutes.  I mean, Jamal was inside me for only 10 minutes.  The last 3 hours, he’s been calming me down.”

I starred at my wife.  What?  What?

“He calmed you down? How? Why?  Did you cum?”

“Oh my god, Mike, he made me cum so hard,” Jen said, astonishment in her voice.  “Once he was inside me, he’s so big, it hurt, but it felt good too.  I was almost there, he was kissing and touching me, and then he moved inside me, and it was like he was hitting everything.  I came so hard, and it went on and on.  By the time he pulled out, I was shaking everywhere, I couldn’t control it, I was blabbering like an idiot.  That’s what I mean by calming me down, he touched me, and kissed me, and talked to me.”

“For 3 hours?” I said with shock.  “It took 3 hours for you to calm down?”

“Yeah.  I mean, maybe not 3 hours, but almost.”

“And that whole time, he was touching and kissing you?”

“And talking to me,” Jen said.

“All that touching and kissing, didn’t that get you hot again?”

“It did,” Jen said.  She gave me a helpless look and said, “My body’s on fire.”

“But you didn’t want to do it again?”

“I wanted to,” Jen said.  “But Jamal said once was enough.  For our first time.”

I was silent for a long moment as I processed all Jen had just told me. Then something occurred to me.  

“You had intercourse for only 10 minutes?”

“About that, yeah,” Jen said.

“And after you came, he pulled out?”

“Yeah.”

“So, Jamal came when you came?”

“No, he didn’t cum until just now.”

“Just now?”

“Just before we came out of the bedroom.”

I stared at Jen.  I didn’t understand what she was talking about.

Jen could see I didn’t understand, so she said, “After I came, I was such a basket case, he pulled out and calmed me down, like I said.  But he hadn’t cum yet, and part of the reason I got hot again, is because his hard dick was pressed against me for like the last 3 freaking hours.”

“But then, Jamal said he had to go, so he told me to go down on him.  And that’s how I got him to cum.”

I still didn’t understand.  Remembering the sperm leaking from her pussy, I said, “But it looks like he came inside you.”

Jen nodded.  “Yeah, he did.  When he was about to cum, he got between my legs and pushed into me.  Just a little.  And he came inside me.”

Jen gave me that helpless look again, and said, “God Mike, it was like the biggest tease.  Feeling him inside me, and then cumming in me, I so wanted him to fuck me more, make me cum again, but he wouldn’t.”

“Why did he make a point of cumming inside you?” I asked.  I was pretty sure I knew the answer, but I wanted to make sure.

“He said it before,” Jen said.  “He doesn’t want to waste his cum.  He always wants to cum inside me.”

With a mischievous grin, she added, “I think Jamal wants a black dot on my ring finger.”

My eyes got big with shock, and Jen laughed.  “Don’t pretend the idea doesn’t get you hot.  You’ve got pregnancy fantasies.  So do I.”

“I guess Jamal is like Blake,” I said.

“Yeah,” Jen agreed.  “But Jamal fucks a lot better.”
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A LITTLE LATER, WE went into our bedroom.  The bed was a mess.  Jamal had fucked my wife on our marital bed.  I didn’t want to change the sheets until I reclaimed her on that same bed.

Although, my “reclaiming” Jen was a joke, because I wore a condom, unlike Jamal who enjoyed my wife bareback.  I didn’t come close to making Jen cum, whereas Jamal gave her the orgasm of her life.  And my sperm ended up in the condom, whereas Jamal’s was deposited deeply inside her womb.

Jen’s body was on fire after being touched and kissed by Jamal for almost 3 hours.  To my surprise, she didn’t ask me to eat her out.  Instead, she played with her “little friend” (her favorite vibrator) while I fondled her breasts and sucked her nipples.  Jen’s orgasm wasn’t the epic one Jamal had given her, but it took the edge off.
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STILL LYING IN BED, Jen talked more about Jamal.  

“Jamal can really kiss,” she said.  “It surprised me how good he is.  His lips are really soft.  We made out after I came—he kisses with his lips and his tongue, and it’s so good. I could kiss him forever.  His tongue is so big ... I want him to go down on me.  I want to see what that’s like with his big tongue.”

I was silent as Jen spoke.  I’d cum just moments ago, but already I was breathing hard.  My cock was getting hard again.  

“Are you okay baby?” she asked me.

“The way you talk about men,” I said with an uncomfortable laugh.  “It’s like you forget I’m here.  You forget I’m your husband.”

“I’m sorry,” Jen said with a sweet pout at me.  “I don’t want to upset you.  It’s just, being with Jamal was amazing, I want to share it with you.  Don’t you want me to tell you?  Doesn’t it get you hot?”

“It does,” I said.  But I didn’t need to say it, because Jen could see my stiffening cock.  She reached over and began to slowly stroke me.

“Jamal kisses better than you,” Jen said as she stroked me.  “Do you like hearing that?”

“Yeah,” I said with a lustful, hoarse voice.

“Are you gonna keep seeing Reno?” I asked.

“I doubt it,” Jen said.  “Now that I’ve told you, the cheating excitement is gone.  And after being with Jamal – I mean, he’s so much better than Reno.”

“You said he has the biggest cock you’ve ever seen,” I said.

“Oh god Mike, you have no idea,” she said enthusiastically with a delighted expression on her pretty face. “He’s thick, as thick as Joey probably.  And he’s the longest I’ve ever had. He reached places in me no one’s ever touched before.”

“I guess he owns you now,” I said. I was delving into deep cuck-space. “If he’s the only one who’s touched you there, he owns that part of you.”

“I guess,” Jen said with a laugh.

“You let him cum inside you,” I said.

“I didn’t have much choice.  Jamal kinda does what he wants to do.  Anyways though, I wanted to experience it.  See if I could feel it when he came.”

“Did you?”

“Oh yeah,” Jen said.  Her face was dreamy, like she was re-living it.  “He wasn’t too much in me, but he got harder right before he came.  And when he did cum, he really shot off inside me.  He shot off hard. I could feel his sperm hitting my walls.”

“And that felt good?”

“Oh yeah, baby, it always feels amazing when I can feel a man cumming inside me.”

“Do you ever feel me?”

“Well, you’ve been in a condom lately,” Jen joked with a playful laugh.

“I mean, when I’m not wearing a condom,” I said.

Jen gave me another one of those sweet pouts, and said, “No baby, I don’t feel it when you cum inside me.”

Her pout turned into a smile.  She knew I loved it when she compared me to other men.  

“You used your little friend,” I said, referring to how she used her vibrator to get off.

“Yes.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t sit on my face,” I said.

Jen grinned and ran a fingertip along my lips, and said, “Are you offering?”

“Why didn’t you?”

Jen shrugged.  “I didn’t know if you’d want to do that,” she said.

“You mean, eat you out when you have a black man’s sperm inside you?”

“Well, yeah ....”

We were silent for a long moment.  Then I asked, “Are you going to see Jamal again?”

“I want to,” Jen said.  She looked worried and said, “Joey might get mad.  He doesn’t want me to be with Jamal.”

I stared at her.  “You’re worried about Joe, and not me?”

I could tell Jen was forcing herself to be patient.  “I know you want me to see Jamal again,” she said.  “Joey doesn’t want me to see Jamal at all.”

“Yes, I want you to see Jamal again,” I said.  “What bothers me is you care about what Joe thinks.  Or what any guy besides me thinks.”

We were silent for long moments.  It was like 2 boxers going to separate corners for a break from the sparing.

“Anyways, it probably doesn’t matter,” Jen finally said.  “Jamal probably won’t tell Joey.”

“You think so?  Seems like Jamal would want to rub it into Joe’s face.  The whole black is better than white thing.”

“I don’t think so,” Jen said thoughtfully.  “Jamal and Joey are friends.  And I’m not married to Joey.”  With a grin, she added, “I think Jamal wants to rub it into your face, because you’re my husband.”

This talk had gotten me hot.  I moved on top of her.

“Put on a condom, Mike,” Jen said with a hand to my chest.

“Come on, really?  I want to feel you.  Just this one time.”

“No Mike, it’s Jamal’s rule.”

I frowned at her.  Jen had been with the black man only once, yet we were going to let him control us? 

“Put on a condom or I’ll do you like this,” Jen said as she reached between our bodies and stroked my hard dick.

“Fuck it,” I said under my breath.  I got a condom and rolled it down my hard shaft.  Then I pushed my cock into my wife’s pussy.

Jen’s pussy felt as loose as before.  Yet it was still so good.  

I made love to my wife.  I caressed her body as I moved in and out.  I kissed her, and she kissed me back.  But Jen didn’t moan.  She didn’t show any sign of arousal.  It was clear she wasn’t getting any physical pleasure from this.

Once again, it was evidence that Jen had sex with me only because I was her husband.  She had sex with me out of obligation.  To her, I was just a pity fuck.

It didn’t take too long before I came.  Almost as soon as I pulled out, Jen took off the condom and washed my pubic area with a warm towel.  Then she put my lip dick back in the cage.
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CHAPTER 11
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The next week, I was sitting across from Steph in a Starbucks. We were in New York city, close to my office. She had called that morning and asked to meet.

“I just want to apologize about what happened last time,” Steph began after we were settled into a table with our expresso drinks. “I wasn’t a good friend to you. I helped Blake manipulate things so John could sleep with Jen, even though I knew you didn’t want that. I’m sorry. I want us to be friends Mike.”

“I think Blake manipulated things, not you,” I said.

“But I wasn’t looking after you,” Steph said. “Or John. You’re both my friends, and I let Blake manipulate things.”

“It’s not your job to look after me,” I said. “I have to look after myself. Or Jen has to look after me.” I was silent for a moment, reflecting about things. “She doesn’t do that. Look after me.  Stick up for me. Usually she takes the other guy’s side. I admit that hurts. But I’m the one who lets her fuck other men.”

“You mean like Cam?” Steph said.

I stared at her. I hesitated for long moments. Then I said “Jen’s slept with Cam. She’s slept with Wyatt too. The guy who just got married.”

Steph’s eyes got big with surprise.  Wyatt?  The nice farmer boy who just married Faith?

“You know how someone saw her at the Swarthmore hotel? She meets a lover there. She used to anyway. She doesn’t see Doug anymore. I don’t think she does, at least.”

“You mean Doug from school?” Steph asked with a shocked voice.

I stared at her, surprised she knew Doug and had so quickly connected him with my wife.  

“My boys go to that school too Mike,” Steph said, reading my thoughts. “I’ve seen them flirting. I’ve wondered about them.”

I nodded slowly, processing her words.

“Doug is married. Wyatt’s married.”

I looked at Steph. She hadn’t asked a question, but I knew one was there. 

“Jen likes hooking up with married men,” I said. “She gets a charge out of that. Getting married men to cheat on their wives.”

“Wow,” Steph said.

“I don’t want you to think she’s evil,” I said. “These men are adults.”

“I’m not judging her,” Steph said with a soft voice.  She was looking down at her feet.  I saw her cheeks were red.  She was breathing hard.  

Was this turning her on?  Jen getting married men to cheat on their wives?

“I guess Jen must be a perfect – what do you call it?  A perfect cuckcake.  She’s pretty, sexy.  She knows how to flirt.  She likes to flirt.  And she likes getting husbands to cheat on their wives.”

Steph shrugged.  “You get me Mike.  The way I get you.”

I nodded, and we were silent for a moment.  Steph was a cuckquean.  I was a cuckold.  Two sides of the same coin.

“Can I ask you a question?” I asked.  “How can you be a cuckquean, but still want to have sex with other men?  That doesn’t work for me.  The idea of being with other women.  It doesn’t work with my fantasy.”

“I don’t know,” Steph said with another shrug. “Maybe to make Blake jealous. He’d seriously be jealous if I slept with you. You don’t ever want to get back at Jen?”

“It’s not how I’m wired,” I told Steph. “One time, when she was involved with Scott, he convinced her I should date other girls. So she wouldn’t feel so guilty spending so much time with him. So I dated a girl. Her name was Bitsy. It was a setup – she was Scott’s friend.”

“What happened?”

“I liked her. The sex was good. But she wasn’t Jen. And it hurt because, it was like, Jen didn’t care if I saw another girl. Marriage is about being exclusive. I have to be exclusive to Jen, even if she sleeps with other men.”

“I guess,” Steph said, thinking about my words. “I don’t know. But see? This is why I like you. We can talk about things like this.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“And anyways,” Steph said, continuing. “What you asked me about. I don’t know for sure if Lizzy is Blake’s. I mean, how would I know? They haven’t exactly done a blood test. But Alicia said she probably is.  And she allowed Blake to tat her ring finger with a black dot.”

“How did it happen?” I asked, eager to know.

“John got freaked that Alicia was getting too close to Blake,” Steph said. “Honestly, I was starting to get worried too. They were spending a lot of time together. John put his foot down and he forced Alicia to end it. She wasn’t happy about it but she stopped seeing Blake. I mean, she really does love John I think. Anyway, they got counseling and they got their marriage back on track. They decided to have another baby. Alicia went off the pill. Blake found out about it. That Alicia was off birth control.”

My mouth fell open. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said with astonishment.

Steph nodded her head. “Blake waited until John had to travel for work. He was away for a whole week,” she said. “Then he seduced her. He fucked her that whole week. A few months later, Alicia and John told everyone she was pregnant. Alicia told me Lizzy might be John’s. She made sure to have sex with him as soon as he got home. But she might be Blake’s too. And she probably was Blake’s because of the timing.”

“God,” I said with astonishment. “So Blake intentionally tried to get Alicia pregnant. It wasn’t an oops. He planned it, seduced Alicia when John was away. You know, I’m sorry to say this, but that’s evil.”

“Remember? No judging other people. I won’t judge Jen and you won’t judge my husband,” Steph said. 

“And anyways, Alicia’s a grown woman. She knew she was ovulating. She could’ve made Blake wear a condom, or at least pull out. And how do you know this wasn’t her fantasy? Remember, she let Blake put a black dot tattoo on her finger. People have these fantasies Mike. You should know. I can tell you fantasize about another man getting Jen pregnant. You’re too into this.”

“And now Blake wants to get Alicia pregnant again.  You don’t feel bad for John?”

“What did you just say about Jen seducing married men?” Steph said. “That they’re adults? Well, John’s an adult too, just like Alicia. He knows the risks of this lifestyle. And he knows Blake.  And besides, I try to make it up to him. He has a free pass with me whenever he wants. And he uses that pass too. Sometimes Alicia’s a frigid bitch, so then we get together. And I help him other ways too. Like the other night, when I helped him get into Jen’s pants.”

“Maybe you’re the evil one,” I joked.

“I can help you too Mike,” Steph said with a sly smile at me.  She took my hand in hers.  “You want a blowjob right now? You want a threesome with me and Alicia? We can have fun Mike. Jen doesn’t have to know.”

“I told you I’m not wired that way,” I said, pulling my hand away.  “I’m sorry.  Don’t be offended.”

Steph laughed. “God you’re such a boy scout,” she said. But there was a smile in her voice rather than any malice. “You know Blake is with Jen right now,” she abruptly announced.

“What? No he’s not.” I looked at my watch. “Anna’s already home from school. Your boys are too.”

“I think they’ve been hooking up without telling us,” Steph told me. “I’m not positive. But I think they have been.”
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JEN AND BLAKE WERE in the kitchen. They were watching Anna and his boys play in the backyard through the big window. It had snowed the day before and they were making a snowman. It was the first time Jen and Blake had been alone since the night when Jen had slept with John, and Blake (and Steph) slept with Alicia.

“So you had fun with Alicia?” Jen asked.

“Why? Are you jealous?” Blake said with a chuckle.

“You wish,” Jen said with a laugh.

“I’d rather have been with you,” Blake said, running his hand up Jen’s back. She was wearing a cashmere sweater that clung to her curves, a short skirt that was tight around her ass and that ended high above her knees, black tights and black ballerina flats. Her long blonde hair was in a ponytail. It was a typical Jen weekday outfit.

“But I wanted to show Mike who owns you when I’m around,” Blake said with a smug grin. “And I wanted to check out Alicia’s new tits.”

Jen shook her head, amazed at Blake’s arrogance.  She was smiling though.  She liked his arrogance.  She was attracted to it.

She thought about Jamal from the other night.  Blake’s personality was kind of like Jamal’s.  If Blake had a set of rules for her and Mike, they would probably be close to Jamal’s.

Especially the way both Jamal and Blake got off on impregnating the wives of other men.

“So how were Alicia’s tits?” Jen asked with a crooked grin.

“Good enough to fuck,” Blake said with a grin back. “Better than her natural ones actually.  They were getting saggy.”

“God Blake,” Jen said with a laugh and another shake of her head.  

“I doubt you’ll be fucking my tits any time soon,” Jen said with another laugh. Her breasts were perky and shapely, but not nearly big enough to fuck.

Blake moved behind Jen. Now they were both looking out the big window at the kids. He pressed his body against hers. “With you I’ve got other things I’d rather fuck,” he said, pressing his hard-on against her skirt covered ass. “Your mouth. Your pussy. Your ass.” To make his point, he pulled up Jen’s skirt and slapped her tights covered ass. It made her yelp. She immediately looked out the window. She was relieved when she saw the kids (and especially Anna) hadn’t heard her.

“Careful,” she warned, looking nervously out the window at the kids. She reached behind and pulled down her black tights, offering herself to him. “Come on. We don’t have much time.”

Blake grinned. He pressed his hard-on between Jen’s sexy cheeks. At the same time, he pulled her hair back and nuzzled her neck.

Jen’s eyelids fluttered as Blake kissed the back of her neck just below her ears. That was one of her most sensitive erogenous spots, and Blake knew it. She looked out the window again. She worried that if Anna looked, she would see a man not her father kissing her mother. But no. The way the sun was shining, it wasn’t possible to see into the window from the outside.

She reached behind and pulled the hair tie off, releasing her long blonde hair. Blake murmured his approval as he kissed up her neck.

Jen moaned as Blake kissed her neck and ran his hands over her tight ass and down her lovely legs. She was breathing hard. “Blake, come on, hurry,” she urged him, seeing the kids rolling the middle section of the snowman in the snow. She wanted him, but the kids could come into the house at any moment.

Jen knew it was dangerous to do this.  Anna could walk into the kitchen at any moment.  But Jamal had left her hanging.  And Mike wasn’t able to cool the fire between her legs.  Blake could.  

Blake pushed her black tights down more, so they gathered around her ankles. He took out his cock. Then he rubbed his cockhead across Jen’s slit. She was soaking. He penetrated her pussy with his long curved cock.

“Oh god!” Jen gasped as his cock entered her. She held onto the sides of the sink as he penetrated her. Her knuckles turned white as she squeezed the edge of the counter as he pushed deep into her.

This was what she needed, a good fucking after being left hanging by Jamal. She was disappointed Jamal hadn’t called to set up another date.  She wanted another go with the black man.  So, Blake would have to do for now.

Blake fucked Jen furiously.  She moaned and stretched up on her tiptoes when she came on his big, curved cock.  Blake came soon after, shooting his jizz into Jen’s pussy.  

Blake stayed deep inside Jen for long moments, keeping his sperm locked deep inside the pretty blonde wife.  Jen knew what he was doing.  As she panted, she said, “Are you trying to do to me what you did to Alicia?”

Blake grinned and rubbed his finger along Jen’s wedding and engagement rings.  “A black dot would look good here,” he said.  

Jen laughed and pushed against him, making him pull out of her.  She pulled up her tights and pushed down her skirt.

As Blake was stuffing his dick in his pants, Jen was thinking about Jamal.  Blake had been good.  Really good.

But it was Jamal she wanted.
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CHAPTER 12
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When I got home, Jen was in the kitchen, making dinner. Anna was watching Elmo on TV. I said hello to Anna, hugging and kissing her, then I went to Jen. She offered me her cheek as she stirred vegetables in the pan.

“What’d you do today?” I asked her. I looked her up and down. She was freshly showered. Her hair was still slightly damp and she smelled like the strawberry vanilla of her shampoo. She wore a loose blouse and yoga pants. Her pretty feet were bare.

“You know. Same old,” Jen said with a shrug as she stirred the vegetables.

“Same old?” I asked. I moved up to her and put my hand on her stomach under her blouse. I felt her sexy flat tummy, firm without being muscular. “You didn’t see Blake?”

“Blake?” she said innocently.

“I got coffee with Steph today,” I told her. “She told me you’ve been hooking up with Blake during the day.”

“You got coffee with Steph today,” Jen repeated, her lips pursed.  

“Steph went into the city and got coffee with you?” she asked. When I nodded yes, Jen added a frown to her pursed lips. She didn’t say anything, processing that information.  

“It’s just Steph, Jen,” I said. “She wanted to talk about the last time we got together. Sometimes it’s good to talk to her. It’s like therapy.”

“You don’t need to talk to Steph,” she said. She was frowning. “I’m right here. You can talk to me whenever you want.”

“If I only talked to you, I wouldn’t know you saw Blake today,” I said. “Did you?”

“I did Mike, but—.”

“Where was Anna?”

“She was outside playing with Blake’s boys. Don’t worry Mike. We did it here. We could see them in the backyard. If they started to come inside, we’d have more than enough time to stop.”

I stared at her, processing this. “How long have you been doing this?” I asked. “Why haven’t you told me?”

“Mike, calm down,” Jen whispered, worriedly looking into the next room at Anna. She was still occupied by Sesame Street on the TV and wasn’t listening to us. “You know I play this game sometimes. Seeing other men behind your back.”

“Jen, you can’t do that,” I told her firmly. “Not with Anna right here.” It was my worst nightmare, for my daughter to find out I was a cuckold.

“Okay, you’re right, I’m sorry, I won’t do it again,” Jen said, capitulating completely.  Her immediate surrender made me uncomfortable.  I wasn’t sure she meant it.

Jen looked at me with a frown and pursed lips again. “But you shouldn’t be meeting with Steph.”

I gave her a what-the-fuck look.  She fucks Blake behind my back, yet getting coffee with Steph is over the line?

Jen seemed to read my thoughts and said, “A girl goes into the city to meet with you. You think she just wants to talk?”

I stared at Jen.  How did she know Steph offered herself to me? 

Jen turned back to the vegetables and said “Look. Shit happens. I know that more than anybody. Shit happens.”

“Well, you’ve made sure nothing will happen,” I said bitterly. “You lock my dick in a cage.  I couldn’t do anything with Steph even if I wanted to.  Which I don’t.”

Jen sighed, like I was in the wrong.  Like it was me, not her, who was being unreasonable.

Jen seemed to be in a bad mood.  Which I didn’t get.  Between the two of us, she was the only one to get an orgasm today.  And it didn’t seem like I was going to get lucky tonight.

Then Jen’s phone dinged.  Her pretty face broke into a big smile as she read the text message.  

“Jamal wants to get together this Saturday,” Jen told me, suddenly sounding happy.

It didn’t escape me that Jen wasn’t asking for my permission to see Jamal.  And, like last time, I might not be allowed to watch them together.

Jen was on the moon for the rest of the night, prancing around like she was walking on air.  She was clearly happy Jamal contacted her, and excited about Saturday.

Jen’s phone dinged again and she rushed to it.  “Oh my god,” she said in delight in her voice as she read the text and texted back.

“That’s Jamal,” she told me, glee in her voice.

“Yeah I figured,” I deadpanned.  Jen laughed.

“You won’t believe what he said.  What he wants.”

“What?” I asked.

“He said he liked your smooth body,” Jen said a laugh in her voice.  “He wants you to get waxed.”

“What?” I said, not understanding.

“Jamal wants you to get waxed.  The way I get waxed.”

“What?” I said with shock and disbelief.  “What?”

––––––––
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